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Qui Pelago credit magno, fe fœnore tollit ; 

Qui Pugnas & Caſtra petit, precingitur Auro; 

Vilis Adulator picto jacet Ebrius Oftre ; 

Et gui ſollicitat Nuptas, ad premia peccat : 

Sola pruingſis horret Facundia pannis, 

Atque inopi lingua dejertat itrvocat Artes. Petron. Arb. Sat. 
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MADAM, . 


r ER having a great while wiſh'd 
%% to write ſomething that might be 

worthy: to lay at your Higbneſs's 

Feet, and finding it impoſſible ;, 

Since the World has been ſo kind 

d me to judge of this Poem to my Advans 

ge, as the moſt pardonable Fault which |, 

ave made in its kind; I bad ſinn'd againſt. 
yſelf, if I had not cholin this Opportunity 

d implore (what my Ambition is moſt font 

f) Your Favour and Protection. 

A For 


* 
74 
% 


. * 
= = 
pw >" — OE FTE, ES * 4 = _ 


DV — — 


my 
DEDICATION. 


For though Fortune would not fo far blef 
my Endeavours, as to encourage them with 
Your Royal Highneſs's Preſence, when this 
came into the World; yet, I cannot but 
declare it was my Defign and Hopes, it 
might have been Your Divertiſement in 


that happy Seaſon, when You return'd 


again to chear all rhoſe Eyes, that had be- 
fore wept for your Departure, and enliven 
all Hearts that had droop'd for Your Ab- 
ſence: When Wit ovght to have paid its 
choiceſt Tributes in, and Joy have known 
no Limits, then I hop'd my little Mie 
would not have been rejected; though my 
11] Fortune was too hard for me, and I Joſt 
a greater Honour, by Your Royal High- 
neſs's Abſence, * than all the Applauſes of 
the World beſides can make me Reparation 
for. 

; Nevertheleſs, I thought myſelf not quite 


| unhappy, ſo long as I had Hopes this Way 


yet to recompenſe my Diſappointment paſt: 
When I conſider'd alſo, that Poetry might 
claim Right to a little Share in Your Favour: 
For Taſſo, and Arioſto, ſome of the beſt, 
have made their Names Eternal, by tranſ- 
mitting to After-ages the Glory of Your 


Anceſtors: And under the ſpreading. of that 


Shade, where Two of the beſt have planted 
their Laurels, how honoured ſhould J be, 
who am the worſt, if but a Branch might 
grow for me. | 


I dare 


his 
pyr 


DEDICATION. . 

1 dare not think of offering any Thing in 
his Addreſs, that might look like a. Pane- 
zyrick, for fear, leſt when I have done my 
eſt, the World ſhould condemn me, for 
aying too little, and you yourſelf check 
me for meddling with a Taſk unfit for my 


Talent. | | 
be- For the Deſcription of Virtues and Perfec- 
ven ons ſo rare as Yours are, ought to be done 
Ab-. y as deliberate, as ſkilful a Hand; the 


eatures muſt be drawn very fine, to be 
ike ; haſty daubing will but ſpoil the Pic- 


ant falſe Lights to ſet it off: And your 
Firtue can receive no more Luſtre from 


gh. WF faftices, than your Beauty can be improv'd 
r Art; which as it charms the braveſt 
tion Prince that ever amaz'd the World with his 


irtue : So, let but all other Hearts enquire 
to themſelves, and then judge, how it ought 
b be prais'd. 3 3 | | 
Your Love too, as none but that great 
lero, who has it, could deſerve it, and 
erefore, by a particular Lot from Heaven, 
as deſtin'd to ſo extraordinary a Bleſſing, 
o matchleſs for itſelf, and ſo wondrous for 
s Conſtancy, ſhall be remember'd to Your 


mmortal Honour, when all other Tranſ- 


Orgotten. 

But I forget that I am to aſk Pardon for 
he Fault I have been all this while com- 
| A 4 mitting, 


ctions of the Age You live in ſhall be 


ure, and make it ſo unnatural, as muſt 


Y 


DEDICATION. 
mitting. Wherefoce I beg Your Highnefs 
to forgive me this Preſumption, and that 
You will be pleas'd to think well of one- who 
cannot help reſolving with all the Actions 
of Life, to endeavour to deferve it: Nay 
more, I would beg, and hope it may be 
granted, that I may through Yours never 
want an Advocate in his Favour, whoſe 
Heart and Mind You have ſo entire a Share 
in; it is my only Portion and my Fortune, 
I cannot but be happy ſo long as I have 
but Hopes I may enjoy it, and I muſt be 
miſerable, ſhould it ever be my ill Fate £0 
loſe it. 

This with Eternal Wiſhes for Your Royal 
Highneſs's Content, Happineſs, and Pro- 
ſperity, in all Humility is preſented by | 


Your moſt obedient and 


deuoted Servant, 


THO. OTwar. 


nef; 


who 


hoſe 


une. 
have 
t be 


AY, 


ROLOGUE 


O You, great Judges i in this Writing Age, * 
The Sons of Wit, and Patrons of the Stage, 
3th all thoſe humble Thoughts, which ftil] baue ſaway'd 
is Pride, much doubting, trembling, and afraid 
Faubat is to his want of Merit due, 
nd aw'd by every Excellence in you, 
he Author ſends to beg you twill be kind, 
nd ſpart thoſe many Faults you needs muſt find. 
pu to whom Wit @ common Fee is 
be Thing ye ſcorn and publickly diſowyn ; 
hough now perhaps y are here for other Ends, 
e favears to me ye ought to be his Friends : 
or he ner call'd ye yet inſipid Tools; 
or aurote one Line to tell ye you were Fools : 
us ſays of Wit ye have /o large a" Store, 
p wery much, you never will have more. 
ne er with Libel treated yet the Town, 
he Names of houeft Men bedaub'd and fprwny 
ay, never once lampoon'd the harmleſs Life 
Suburb Virgin, or of City Wife. 
atire's th* Efe@ of Poetry's Diſea ſe, 
hich, fick of a lewd Age, ſbe wents for Eaſe, 
ut now her only Strife ſhould be to pleaſe ; 
nce of Ill-fate the banefidl Cloud's' withdrawn, 
Ind Happineſs again begins to daww ; | 
ince back with Joy and Triumph he is come, 
hat always drew Fears hence, near obey. Ins 'em home, 
has he plow'd the boiſterous Ocean ver, 5 
et ne er more welcome to the longing Shore, | 5 
'of auhen he brought home Victories before. | 
or then freſh Laurels fleuriſh'd on his Brow, 
Ind he comes crown'd auiih Olive Branches now e 
Lecei de him ! Oh receive him as his Friends, | 
mbrace the Bleſſings which hz recommends ; 
uch Quiet as your Foes ſpall nc er d. ſtroy 3 


[en #0 off Fears, and clap your Hends for Joy. 


As Dramatis 


. 
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| Dramatis Perſonæ. 


nn 


Acafto, a Nobleman retir'd from the 
Court, and living privately in the Mr. Gillow. 
Country, ; 


Caftalin, "T7 Mr. Betterton, 
Polydere, Lite Sons,  T Mir. Willians. 
Chamont, a young Soldier of Fortune, Mr. Smith, 
Erneſto, " k Mr. Norris. 
Pauline, | Servants in the Family, Mr. Wikre. 
Cordelio Polydore's Page, A litthe Girl. 
Chaplain, Mr. Percival. 
WOMEN, 
Ae, the Orphan left 105 the 
Guardianſhip of old Acaſto, * * _ 

Serina, Acaſto's Daughter, | Mrs. Boteker, 
'Fferella, Monimia's Woman, Mrs. Oſborn. 


SCENE, BOHEM14. 


| ME THE 


KT SCENE 


Enter PaAulino and ERNESTO. 


PAULINO. 


es ſtrange, Ernefto, this Severity 
; CI / © Should till reign pow'rful in Aca/to's Mind, 


5 T 64) To hate the Court where he was bred and 


N liv'd, | 
888 224 All Honours heap'd on him that Pow'r 
could pive. 
ERNEST ©. 


ler, 'Tis true, he thither came a private Gentleman, 

ut young and brave, and of a Family 

ncient and Noble as the Empire holds. 

he Honours he has gain'd are juſtly his 4 

Le purchas'd them in War; thrice has he led 

n Army 'gainſt the Rebels, and as often 

eturn'd with Victory; the World has not 

1 truer Soldier, or a better Subject 3 
1 24 U. 
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It was his Virtue at firſt made me ſerve him; FH a 
He is the beſt of Maſters as of Friends: 9 
I know he has lately been invited thither ; ES 
Yet ill he keeps his ſtubborn Purpoſe, cries, _ . | 


He's old, and willingly would be at reſt : 

I doubt there's deep Reſentment in his Mind, 

For the late Slight his Henour ſuffer'd there. 
ERNESTO. 

Has he not Reaſon ? When for what he had borne 
Long, hard, and faithfyl Toil, he might have claim'd 
Places in Honour, and Employment high; 

A huffing, ſhining, flatt'ring, cringing Coward, 


A Canker-worm of Peace, was rais'd above him. 


PAULINO. 

Yet ſtill he holds juſt Value for the King, 
Nor ever names him but with higheſt Reverence. 
Tis noble that ———- 

ere, 

Oh! I have heard him wanton in his Praiſe, 

Speak Things of him might charm the Ears of Envy. 
PAULINO. 

Oh may he live till Nature's ſelf grow old, 
And from her Womb no more can bleſs thę Earth 2 "4 
For when he dies, farewel all Honour, Bounty, 
All generous Encouragement of Arts, 
For Charity herſelf becomes a Widow. 


ERN ESTO. 

No, he has two Sons that were ordain'd to be 

As well his Virtue's, as his Fortune's Heirs. 
PA ULINO. 

They're both of Nature mild, and full of 3 
They came Twins from the Womb, and ſtill they live 
As if they would go Twins too to the Grave: 
Neither has any Thing he calls his own, 

But of each others Joys as Griefs partaking ; ; 
So very honeſtly, ſo well they love, . 


Ay 


Thee OR PH ARM. 
s they were only for each other born. 
ERNEST O. 
Never was Parent in an Offspring happier ; 
e has a Daughter too, whoſe blooming Age 
Promiſes Goodneſs equal to her Beauty. 
PAULINO. 

And as there is a Friendſhip *rwixt the Brethren, 
8o has her Infant Nature choſen too | 
\ faithful Partner of her Thoughts and Wiſhes, 
\nd kind Companion of her harmleſs Pleaſures, 


| ERNESTO. 
You mean the beauteous Orphan, fair Monimia / 7 


PAULINO, 
The ſame, the Daughter of the brave Chament. 
He was our Lord's Companion in the Wars, 4 
Where ſuch a wondroys Friendſhip grew between em 
As only Death equld end: Chamont's Eſtate 
as ruin'd in our late and civil Diſcords ; 
herefore unable to advance her Fortune, 
He left his Daughter to our Maſter's Care; 
o ſuch a Care as ſhe ſcarce loſt a Father. 
ERNEST Q. \ 
Her Brother to the Emperor's Wars went early, 
To ſeek a Fortune, or a noble Fate; 
Whence he with Honour is expected back, | 
And mighty Marks of that great Prince*s Favour. 


PAULIN®Q. 
Our Maſter never would permit his Sons 
To launch for Fortune in th* uncertain World, | 
But warns 'em to avoid both Courts, and Camps, 
Where dilatory Fortune plays the Jilt 
With the brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 
To throw herſelf away on Fools and Knaves. 


. "ERNESTO. 
They both have forward, gen'fous, active Spirits: 
"Tis daily their Petition to their Father, 
To,ſerd them forth where Glory's to be gotten ; 


'The 
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They cry they're weary of their lazy Home, 

Refileſs to do ſomething that Fame may talk of. 

To- day they chas'd the Boar, and near this time 

Should be return d. | 

PAULINO. 5 

Oh that's a Royal Sport! 

We yet may ſee the old Man in a Morning, 

| Luſty as Health come ruddy to the Field, 

And 2 his purſue the Chace, as if he meant 

| To o'ertake Time, and bring back Youth again. [ Exeunt« 


Enter CaSTAL1O, PoLYDORE; and Page. 


CASTALI 0. 
Polydore ! our Sport : 
Has been To-day much better for the Danger; 
When on the Brink the foaming Boar I met; 
And in his Side thought to have lodg'd my Spear, 
The deſperate Savage ruſh'd within my Force, 
And bore me headlong with him down the Rock. 


POLYDORE. 


But then 


CASTALIO.. 

Ay then, my Brother, my Friend Polydore, 
Like Perſeus mounted on his winged Steed, 
Came on, and down the dang'rous Precipice leapt 
To ſave Caſtalis. Twas a God-like Act. 

 FOLTDURE. 

But when I came, I found you Conqueror. 
Oh my Heart danc'd to ſee your Danger paſt;} 
The Heat and Fury of the Chace was cold, 
And I had nothing in my Mind but Joy. 

CASTALIO. 

So, Polydore, methinks we might in War 
Ruſh on together ; thou ſhouldſt be my Guard, 
And I be thine; what 1s't could hurt us then? 
Now half the Youth of Europe are in Arms, 
How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, 
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The ORPHAN, 13 
\nd die of rank Diſeaſes here at home ? 
 POLYDORE. 
No, let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, 
To make me loy'd and valu'd when Pm old ; 
would be buſy in the World, and learn, 
ot like a coarſe and uſeleſs Dunghill Weed, 
ixt to one Spot, and rot juſt as I grow. 
_ CASTALIO. 
Our Father 
as ta'en himſelf a Surfeit of the World, 
nd cries it is not ſafe that we ſhould taſte-it; 
own I have Duty very powerful in me; 
and tho? I'd hazard all to raiſe my Name, 
et he's ſo tender, and ſo good a Father, 
could not do a Thing to croſs his Will. 


POLYDORE. 
Caſtalio, T have Doubts within my Heart, 
Which you and only you, can ſatisfy 
Will you be free and candid to your Friend ? 
CASTALIO. 
Have I a Thought my Pelydere ſhould not know ? 
V hat can this mean ? 
POLYDORE. 
Nay, PII conjure you too, 
zy all the ſtricteſt Bonds of faithful Friendſhip, 
o ſhew your Heart as naked in this Point 
As you would purge you of your Sins to Heav'n. 
CASTALTIO. 


I will, | 
POLYDORE. 
And ſhould I chance to touch it nearly, bear it 
With all the Suff rance of a tender Friend. 
| CASTALTIO. 

As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 
he Artiſt's Hand, that miniſters his Cure. 

" FOAFDURE 
That's kindly ſaid. You know our Father's Ward, 


And 'The 
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The fair Monimia; is your Heart at Peace? 
Is it fo guarded that you could nat love her t 
ee 0. | 
Suppoſe I ſhould ? , | 
POL r DORT. 8 
Suppoſe you ſhould not, Brother. 
CASTALI O. 
You'd ſay, I muſt not. 
POLYDORE.. 
: That would ſound too en 
"Twixt Friends and Brothers, as we two are. 
8 CASTALIO. 
Is Love a Fault? 
'\POLYDORE. 
, Rer. 
What if 1 love her? So RE 
©", C8 4170: 3 
Then I muſt inform you 
T lov'd her firſt, "and cannot quit the Claim, | 
But will preſerve the Birth-right of my Paſſion. 


POLYDORE. 


Df fi 


Yc 


You will. | 
CASTIALIO. 
I will. 
POLYDORE. 
No more, I've done. 
CASTALIO. 
| Why not? 
POLYDORE. 
I told you 1 had done; 
But you Caſtalio, would diſpute it. 


CASTALIQ. 

No: * 
Not with my Pohdbre; though I muſt own 
My Nature obſtinate and void of Suſf'rance. 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart, 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guards - 

EY h Of 


The OA YY HAN. 1% 
Df furious Wiſhes, Fears and nice Suſpicions, | 
could not bear a Rival in my Friendſhip, 
am ſo mueh in love and fond of thee. 
+ 5 POLTDORE. 
Ye you will break-this Friendſhip! 
CASTALTO. a 
| Not for Crowns. : 
POLYDORE. 
But for a Toy you would, a Woman's Toy, 


Injuſt Caftalio. 
CA8STALIO. 
Pr'ythee, where's my Fault? 
anner 
You love Monimia. 
CASTALIO. 
Yes. | 
POLYDORE. 
bait ved; And you would kill nn 
f I'm your Rival. * Fre Fed 
4747110. 
No, ſure we're ſuch Friende, | 
zo much one Man, that our Affections too 
uſt be united, and the ſame as we are. 
POLYDORE, 
I dote upon Monimia. —- 
 CASTALIO. 
Love her ftill ; 


7 


in, and enjoy her.. 
' POLY DORE. 
Both of us cannot. 
_ CASTALIO. 
| No matter 
oſe Chance it proves, but let's not quarrel for't, 
 POLYDORE. 
You would not wed Menimia, would you? 


„ * & © 2 F - VR . 
Wed her! CEL 


of 


48 The OnPH AN, 


No! were ſhe all Deſire could wiſh, as fair 1 


As would the vaineft of her Sex be thought, 


With Wealth beyond what Woman's Pride could waſte, 


She ſhould not cheat me of my Freedom. Yu „ 
When J am old and weary of the World, .. A 
J may grow deſperate, 


And take a Wife to mortify withal. 
POLYDORE. 
It is an elder Brother's Duty ſo 
To propagate his Family and Name: 
You would not have yours die and buried with you? 
 __CASTALIO. 
Mere Vanity, and filly Dotage all ; 
No, let me live at large, and when I die 
POLFAQRE. . 
Who ſhall poſſeſs th* Eſtate you leave? 


CHLOTALETD. 


If he Turvives me; if not, my King, . l 'w 
Who may beſtow't again on ſome brave Man, 
Whoſe Honeſty and Services deſerve. one. 
' POLYDORE. © 
»Tis kindly offer'd. $2.44 44 Hus 
CASTAL 10. 


o I love 


My Polydore beyond all worldly Joys, 
And would not ſhock his Quiet, to be bleſt 
With greater Happineſs than Man e'er taſted. 


POLYDORE. 
And by that Heav'n eternally I ſwear, 
To keep the kind Caſfalio in my Heart. 
Whoſe ſhall Monimia be 7 


CAS 7417 0. 
No matter whoſe, 
| POLYDORE.. 
Were you not with her privately laſt Night? 


My Friend, 


C 48 
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CASTALTO. 334 

I was, and ſhould have met her here again; 
zut th' Opportunity ſhall now be thine; 
lyſelf will bring thee to the Scene of Love; 0 
zut have a Care, by Friendſhip I conjure thee, 
That no falſe Play be offer'd to thy Brother. 

rge all thy Pow'rs to make thy Paſſion proſper, 
But wrong not mine. | | 

POLYDOR Z. 
Heav'n blaſt me if I do. 


CASTALIO. 
If't prove thy Fortune, Polydore, to conquer, 1 
vor thou haſt all the Arts of ſoft Perſuaſion!) N86 ' 
Truſt me, and let me know thy Love's Succeſs, 
That I may ever after ſtifle mine. 


POLYDORE. © 
Though ſhe be dearer to my Soul, chan Reſt 

To weary Pilgrims, or to Miſers Gold, 

To great Men Pow'r, or wealthy Cities Pride; 

Rather than wrong Caftalio, I'd forget her. 

or if ye Pow'rs have Happineſs in Store, 

Vhen ye wou'd ſhow'r down Joys on Polydore, 

n one great Blefling all your Bounty ſend, 

hat I may never loſe ſo dear a Friend. | 
[Exeunt Caſk, Pol. Manet Page. 


fie 


Euter Mo x 1 M 1 4. 


MONIMIA. 
So ſoon return'd from Hunting? This fair Day 
2ems as if ſent t' invite the World abroad. 
aſs d not Caftalio and Polydore this Way? 

PAGE. 

Madam, juſt now, 

MONIMT1A. 

Sure ſome ill Fate's upon me. 

iſtruſt and Heavineſs fit round my Heart, 
nd Apprehenſion ſhocks my timorous Soul. 


48. Why 


But I'm afraid to name it, for they ſay 


20 The Oar wan 


Why was I not laid in my peaceful Grare 
With my poor Parents! and at Reſt as they Xe + 
Inſtead of that I'm wand'ring into Cares. * 
Caftalio! O Caſtalio Thou haſt caught _ 

My fooliſh Heart; and like a tender Child, 
That truſts his Play-thing to another Hand, 
I fear its Harm, and fain would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelio, I muſt chide you, Sir. 


CEE WD. © 1 
Why, Madam, have I done you any Wrong ? 


| MONIMIA. | 
I never ſee you now ; you have been gas 
Sate by my Bed, and ſung me pretty Songs | 
Perhaps I've been ungrateful : here's — for you: 
Will you oblige me? Shall I ſee you oftner? | 


-. PUGH, 

Madam, I'd ſerve you with my Soul ; 

But in the Morning when you call me to you, 

As by your Bed I ftand and tell you Stories, 

I am aſham'd to ſee your ſwelling Breaſts, 

It makes me bluſh, they are ſo very white. 
MONIMI A. 

Oh Men for Flattery and Deceit renown'd ! 
Thus when y'are young ye learn it all like him, 
Till as your Years increaſe, that ſtrengthens too, 
T” undo poor Maids, and make our Ruin eaſy. 
Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oft haſt heard 
Their friendly Converſe,” and their Boſom Secrets, 
Sometimes at leaſt, have they not talk d of me? 

PAGE. | 


Oh Madam! Very wickedly they have talk d! 


Boys muſt be whipp'd that tell their Maſter's Secrets. 
MONINMII. 
Fear not, Cordelio ! It ſhall ne*er be known; 
For I'll preſerve the Secret as twere mine. 
Polydore cannot be fo kind as I. 25 


be O rA. 

| furniſh thee for all thy harmleſs Sports 

ith pretty Toys, and thou flralt be my 2 
4e, 


And truly, Madam, 1 had rather be ſo. 
ethinks you love me hetter than my Lord, 
pr he was never half ſo kind as you are. 


hat muſt Ido? _ Fe 
 MONFMTH1A. 
; Inform me how thou haſt heart 
Halio, and his Brother, uſe my Name. 
Sar «6. | 
With all the Tendernefs of Love, - 
ou were the Subject of their laſt Diſcourſe, ___ 
t firſt I thought it would have fatal prov'd; TA 
t as the one grew het the other cool. 
nd yielded to the Frhilty of his Friend; 
t laſt, after mucl —_ + a: Ps 
What, good Cordelio 2 £11 5 28 
PAGE. | | 
Not to quarrel for you. 
MONIMI 4. _ 
I would not have 'em, by. my deareſt Hopes, 
ould not be the Argument of Strife. 
at ſurely my Caffalio won't farſake me, 
d make a Mockery of my eaſy Love. 
ent they together? * 
She on 
Yes, to feek you, Madam. 
z/talio promis'd Polydore to bring him 
here he alone might meet you, 
nd fairly try the Fortune of his Wiſhes. E 


MONTM IA. 
Am T then grown fo cheap, juſt to be made 
common Stake, a Prize for Love in Jet _ 
as not Caſtalio very-loth to yield it, 
r was it Polydore's unruly Paſſion, 1182 
hat heightened che Debate. its. 
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4E. wo 1 £416 
The Fault was Polydore's, 
Caftalio play'd with Love, and ſmiling ſhew'd _ 
The Pleaſure, not the Pangs of his Deſire. | 
He faid no Woman's Smiles ſhould buy his Freedom; 
And Marriage is a mortifying Thing. i It h: 
MONIMIA -. 
Then I am ruin'd, if Caffalio's falſe, 

Where is there Faith and Honour to be found ? 
Ye Gods, that guard the Innocent, and guide 
The Weak ; protect, and take me to your Care. 
Oh but I love him : There's the Rock will wreck me! 
Why was I made with all my Sex's Softneſs, 
Yet want the Cunning to conceal its Follies ? 
Pl! ſee Caftalio, tax him with his Falſhoods, 
Be a true Woman, rail, proteſt my oy 
| Reſolve to hate him, and yet love him ſtill. 


Wil! 


Enter CAS TALIO and . . 


He comes, the Conqueror comes! lie ſtill, my Heart, 
And learn to bear thy Injuries with Scorn. 
CASTALTIO. 
Madam, my Brother begs he may have Leave 
To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly ; 
1 leave you as becomes me, and withdraw. 
 MONIMI A. 
My Lord Caftalio / 
CASTALIO. 
Madam | 
-MONIMIA. 
: Have you purpos'd 
To abuſe me palpably ? What means this Ufage? 
Why am I left with Polydore alone? 
CASTALTO. 
He beſt can tell you. Buſineſs of Importance 
Calls me away, I muſt attend my Father. 


MON 
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 MONIMTA © qt 
will you then leave me thus ? 
4874110. g 
r ut for a Moment. : 
MONIMINZA. | 
Tt has been otherwiſe; the Time has been, 
hen Buſineſs might have ftay'd, and I been heard. 
CASTALIO. © 
could for ever hear thee ; but this Time 
atters of ſuch odd Circumſtances peels me, - 
lat I muſt go—e [Exit, 
NNO VIII I A. Sa 
hen go, and if*t be poſlible for ever. 
ell, my Lord Polydore, I gueſs your Buſinefs, 
d read th' ill-natur'd Purpoſe in your Eyes. 
FOLTDURE :.- 
f to defire you more than Miſer's Wealth, 
dying Men an Hour of added Life, 
ſofteſt Wiſhes, and a Heart more true, 
an ever ſuffer'd yet for Love diſdain'd, - F . 
ak an ill Nature, you accuſe me juſtly. 
MONIMIA. 
Talk not of Love, my Lord, I muſt not hear it. 
POLYDORE. 
ho can behold ſuch Beauty, and be filent? 
re firſt taught us Words: Man, when created, 
firſt alone long wander'd.up and down, 
lorn, and filent as his Vaſſal Beaſts ; 
when a Heav*n-born Maid, like you, appear'd, 
ange Pleaſures fill'd his Eyes, and fir'd his Heart, 
loos'd his Tongue, and his firſt Talk was Love. 
MONIMI A. | 
The firſt created Pair, indeed, were bleſt ; 
ey were the only Objects of each other, 
erefore he courted her; and her alone: 
in this peopled World of Beauty, where 
re's roving Room, where you may court, and ruin 
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A d more, why need you talk to me ? 
POLYDORE.' * 
Oh! I could talk to thee for ever: Thus 
Eternally admiring, fixi and gaze 
On thoſe dear Eyes, for every Glance they ſend 
Darts through my-Soul, and almoſt gives Enjoyment, 
MONIMIA + © 
How can you labour thus for my Undoing ? - 
I muſt confeſs, indeed, I owe you more 
Than ever I can hope or thin to pay, 
There always was a Friendſhip twixt our Families ; 
And therefore when my tender Farthts dy'd, 
Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd with them, 
Your Father's Pity, and his Bounty, tdok me, 


A poor and helpleſs Orphan to his Care. 18 
FOLYD' ORF: | dm t. 

"Twas Heav*n-ordain'd it ſo; to make me happy. 
Hence with this poeviſh Virtue, tis a Cheat, ho 


And thoſe who taught it firſt were: Hypocrites. ' 
Come, theſe ſoft tender Limbs were made for yon 
 MONIMI4 © 


Here, on my DEF Heav'n's * Pow'r I ſwear, 
[ne 


If you perſiſt, I ne'er henceforth will ſee you, 
But rather wander through the World a Beggur, 
And live on ſordid Scraps at proud Mens Doors; 
For though to Fortune loſt, I'II ſtill inherit 
My Mother's Virtues, and my Father's Honbur. 
POLYDORE. 

Intolerable Vanity! your Sex | 8 
Was never in the right! y*are'alwayy falſe, 
Or ſilly; ev'n your Dreſſes are not more 
Fantaſtick than your Appetites': You think: 
Of nothing twice: Opinion you have nohe. 815 , 
To-day y*are nice, To-morrow not ſo'free;; - 
Now ſmile, then frowrr; now ſorrowful, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not * 
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rtue you affect, Ineonſtaney's your Practice, 

d when your looſe Deſires once get Dominion, 

o hungry Churl feeds coarſer at a Feaſt; FRE, 

ye TR N en 

M <1 NIMI A. 

Indeed, my Lord, 

wn my Sex F allies; ; have em all, 

dd to avoid its Fault, muſt fly from you: 

erefore believe me, could you raiſe me high 
moſt fantaſtic Woman's Wiſh could reach, - - »-1,4 

d lay all Nature's Riches at my Feet; 

rather run a Savage in the Woods - 37 pu 2 

ongſt brute Beaſts, grow wrinkled and deform'd,- 

Wildneſs and moſt rude Neglet en make me, 

[ might ſtill enjoy my Honour ſaſfe 

dm the deſtroying Wiles of faithleſs Men, 1 {Exits 

= "POLYDORE. 92 .+4 

ho'd be that ſordid fooliſh thing call'd — 27 

cringe thus, fawn, and' flatter for a Pleaſure,. / * 

ich Beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him; 
 luſty Bull ranges through all the Field, Op, 

{ from the Herd fingling his Female out. 

oys her, and abandons. her at Will. 

all be ſo, Il yet poſſes 'my Love, 
it on, and watch her looſe unguarded Hours : 

n when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 
| brought in wanton Wiſhes to her Heart; | 
very Minute when her Virtue nods, 

ruſh upon her in a Storm of Love, | 

down her Guard of Honour all before me, 
eit on Joys, till even Defire grow fick; 
hen by long Abſence Liberty regain, 

nd quite forget the Pleaſure and the Pain. 

Ex. Pol. and Page. 
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ACT 1. SCENE 1. 
Enter ACASTS, Casio, Pol Tonk, Attendants. 


| AC 4 870. 
O-day has been a Day of glorious Sport. 
When you, Caftalio, and your Brother left me, 
Forth from the Thickets ruſh'd another Boar, 
So large, he ſeem'd the Tyrant of the Woods, 
With all his dreadful Briftles rais'd up high, 
They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears upon his Back; 
Foaming he came at me, where I was poſted, 
| Beſt to obſerve which Way he'd lead the Chace, 
Whetting his huge long 'Tuſks, and gaping wide, 
As if he already had ane for his Prey; 
*Till brandiſhing my well-pois'd Javelin high, 
With this cold executing Arm, I ſtruck 
The ugly brindled Monſter to the Heart. 
CASTALTO. 
The Actions of your Life were always wond rous. 
ACASTO. © 
No Flatt ry, Boy! an honeſt Man can't live by't, 
Tt is a little meaking Art, which Knaves 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften Fools withal ; 
If thou haſt Flattry in thy Nature, out with't, 
Or ſend it to a Court, for there 'twill thrive. 


POLYDORE. 


Why there ? | 
ACAST 0. | 
Tis, next to Money, current chere; 
To be ſeen daily in as many Forms 
As there are ſorts of Vanities, and Men; 
The ſuperſtitious Stateſman has his Sneer 
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ſmooth a poor Man off with, that can't bribe him; pi. 
he grave dull Fellow of ſmall Buſineſs ſooths 

he Humoriſt, and will needs admire his Wit : 

ho without Spleen could fee a hot-brain'd Atheiſt 
hanking a ſurly Doctor for his Semen, 

W& 2 grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 

ueeze him by the Hand, and praiſe” this good Com- 


plexion ? 
POL YD ORE. 


Courts are the Places where beſt Manners flouriſh ; 
here the Deſerving ought to riſe, and Fools » 
ake ſhow. Why ſhould I vex and chafe my Spleen, 
d ſee a gaudy Coxcomb ſhine, when I . 

ve ſeen enough to ſooth him in his Follies, 

d ride him to AGREE as I pleaſe ? 


ACASTO. 
ho merit, ought indeed to riſe i' th' World, 


t no wiſe Man that's honeſt ſhould expect it. 
at Man of Senſe would rack his generous Mind, 
practiſe all the baſe Formalities | 
d Forms of Buſineſs, foree a grave ſtarch'd Face, 
en he's a very Libertine in's Heart? 
m not to know this or that Man in public, 
en privately perhaps they meet together, 
d lay the Scene of ſome brave Fellow's Ruin. 
h things are done——— 
.CASTALTO. 
_ Your Lordſhip's Wrongs have been 
great, that you with Juſtice may complain 
ſuffer us, whoſe younger Minds ne'er felt 
tune's Deceits, to court her as ſhe's fair: 12 
re ſhe a common Miſtreſs, kind to all, 
Worth would teaſe, and half the World grow idle. 
ACASTO. 

0 to, you're Fools, and know me not; Pve learnt 

Z ſince to bear Revenge, or ſcorn my Wrongs, 
ording to the Value of the Doer. 
both would fain be great, -and to that End 
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Deſire to do things worthy your Ambition. 
Go to the — Preferment's nobleſt Mart, 7 972 
Where Honour ought to have the faireſt play, you'll none 
Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent, and Faction, | 
Almoſt in every Band: How many Men 

Have ſpent their Blood in their dear Country W Seryices 
Yet now pine under Want, while ſelfiſh Slaves, (on. 
That ev'n would cut their Throats, whom now they fawn 


Like deadly Locuſts eat the Honey up. N 
Which thoſe induſtriaus Bees ſo hardly toiPd for ? Shou 
a C48 AL. ra 
Theſe Precepts ſuit not with my ons 18585 / 
Methinks I would be buſy. WW. M 
PP OLT R Z. | 
So would 1, ps 


Not loiter out my Life at Home, and know 
No farther than one Proſpect gives me leave. 
ACASTO. | 
Buſy your Minds then; ſtudy Arts and Men: 
Learn how to value Merit though in Rags, 
And * a proud ill-manner'd KnaveamOffce, \'? bl 


Emer SERIN A, 1 and Maid. 


S ERIMA. 
* Lord, my Father! 
ACASTO. 
Bleſſings on my Child, 
My little Cherub, what haſt thou to.aſk me? 
IAI... 15978 
I bring you, Sir, moſt glad and welcome News: 
The young Chamont, whom you've ſo often wiſh'd for, 


Is Juſt arriv'd, and entring. . 
CAST O. itt 
By my Soul Mon 


And all my Honours, he's moſt dearly welcome; 
Let me receive kim like his Father's Friend. 


The: On PH N. 


Ent Cc H a NT. 


Welcome, chou Reli& of the beſt-Joy'd Man. 

Welcome from all the T urmoils, and the Hazards 
Pot certain Danger, and uncertain Fortune » ; 
„Welcome as happy Fidings after Hangs. ; 


CHAMO NT.” TIRES 

Words would but wrong the Gratituds Love vo- m. 
Should I begin to ſpeak, my Soul's ſo full, 
That I ſhould rams of nothing elſe all _. 
MON NT M1 4. 775 1 
| HT ur ru 
oh my Siſter! let me Bold ran! nk 
Long in my Sky Pve not beheld thy Face 
Theſe many Days; by Night I've often ſeen thee 
n gentle Dreams, and ſatisfy*'d my Soul 
With fancy'd Joys, till Morning Cares awak'd me. 
Another Siſter ! ſure it muſtibe ſa; 
hough, Lremember well, L had. but one :. 
But I fee] ſomething in ny: Heart that prompts 
ind tells me ſhe has Claim and Intereſt there- 


ACASTO.. 
Young Soldier, youꝰ ve not only ſtudy'd War, 
-ourtſhip, I ſee, has. been-your Practice too, 
ind may not prove unwelcome to my Daughter. 


CAPM ONT 097 17 

79 Is ſhe your Daughter? ? "then my Heart told true E. 

Nad Tm at leaft her Brother by Adoption: 

r, For you have made yourſelf N me a Father, © jab 
And by that Parent 1 have leave to love her... * 


LW 


My Brother 


455 7 

Monimia, thou ha to! me Men are AP 
Will flatter, feign, . and make a an Art of Love: 2A ** 
s Chamont fo? No, ſure he's more than Man, 
omething that's hear Divine, and Truth dwells i in him. 
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” 1 ff + of * 
Thus happy, who would envy pompous Pow! r, 


The Luxury of Counts, or Wealth of Cities ? 
Let there be Joy through all the Houſe this 2 4H 


In every Room let Plenty flow at large, Le 
It is the Birth-day of my Royal Maſter. '' © Df n 
You have not viſited the Cow, Chamont, or | 
Since your Return:? Bleſt 
CHA M ONT. And 

I have no Buſineſs there, [hat 

I have not laviſh Temperance enough e f. 


Teattend a Favourite's Heels, and 2 his Smiles * 
Bear an ill Office done me to my Face, 
And thank the Lord that wrong d me for his Favour. 


nn "ow 
This you could do. te nd 
V ferve my Prince. wang d. 'n 
4C045FTO. tf ruſl 
h | Whe'd ferv hin? 
CASTALTO. ent Lol 

I would, my Lord. 1 
POLYDORE. M 
And I; both would. NT | 
GAK oo. nes Gt 


He needs not any Servants ſuch. as you ! 

Serve him! he merits more than Man can do) 

He is ſo good, Praiſe cannot ſpeak his Worth : 

So mereiful, ſure he ne'er ſlept in Wrath; 

So juſt, that were he but a private Man, 

He could not do a Wrong. How would you ſerve him! 


| CAHITEEID 
d ſerve him with my Fortune here at home, 
And ſerve him with my Perſon in his Wars, 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 


POLY 
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P'O L. YD OR 4. 
Die for lim, | 
s every true-born'loyal Subject ought- 
 ACASTO. 


Let me embraee you both. Now by the Souls 

Df my brave Anceſtors,' Pm truly happy; 

or this be ever bleſt my Marriage-day, 

zleſt be your Mother's Memory that bore youz. 

and double bleſt be that auſpious Hour —_ 

That gave ye Birth. Yes, my aſpiring Boys, | 

e ſhall have Buſineſs; when your Maſter wants you; 

Vou cannot ſerve a:nobler ;' I have ſerv'd him; 

n this old Body yet the Marks remain 

Yf many Wounds. Pve with this Tongue proelsim d 
is Right, ev'n in the Face of rank Rebellion; | 

\nd when a foul-mouth'd Traitor once prophan'd- - - 

is ſacred Name, with my good Sabre drawn, | 

v'n at the Head of all his giddy Rout, | 

ruſh'd, and clove the Rebel to the Chine. 


Enter SERVANT: 


SERVANT... 
My Lord, th' expected Gueſts are juſt urix d. 
8 ACASTO. 
Go you; and give em Welcome and Reception. 
CHAMONT. 
My Lord, I ſtand in need of your Aſſiſtance 
In ſomething that concerns my Peace and Honour. 
ACASTO. | 
Spoke like the Son of that brave Man I lov'd: 
do freely friendly we convers'd together. 
hate'er it be with Confidence impart it. 
hou ſhalt command my Fortune and my Sword, 
CHAMONT. 
I dare not doubt your Friendſhip nor your Ju aſtice. 
our Bounty ſhewn to what I hold moſt dear, 
My Orphan Siſter, muſt not be forgotten! 
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404570. 
Pr'ythee, no more of that; - It 2 my Nature. 
CHA MONT. 

When our dear Parents dy'd, they dy 4 together, 
One Fate ſurpriz'd em, and one Grave receiv'd 'em: 
My Father with his dying Breath bequeath'd. 

Her to my Love: My Mother, as ſhe lay 
Languiſhing by him, call'd me to her Side, 4 
Took mein her fainting Arms, weptand embrac'd me, 
Then preſs'd me cloſe, and as ſhe obſerv'd my Tears, 
Kift them away; ſaid ſhe, Chamont, my Son, 
By this, and all the Love I ever ſhew'd thee; / 
Be careſul of Manimia, watch her Youth, 
Let not her Wants betray her to Diſhonour ; 
Perhaps kind Heav'n may raiſe ſome Friend. Then figh' 
Kiſt me again; ſo bleſt 1 us done 3 | 
Pardon my Grief. 

| ACASTO. | 

It ſpeaks an honeſt Nature, 

CHAMONT, 
The Friend Heav'n rais'd was you, you took her up 
An Infant, to the deſert World expos'd, 
And prov'd another Parent. 
ACASTO. 
I've not wrong'd her, 
CHAMONT. 
Far be it from my Fears. 
5 4 CAS 70. 
Then why this Amen! 
| CHAMONT. © 
My Lord, my Nature's jealous, and you'll bear i it. 
| "1700 4 STO. 
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Go on. 
AMON. 


Great Spirits bear Misfortunes hardly: 
Good Offices claim Gratitude; and Pride, 
Where Pow'r is wanting, will uſurp a little, 


: 
Lp 
* 
i 
1 
N 
8 "1 
A 
\ | 
th 
1 
\ [ 
N 
9 4 
W 
| 


Ant 


8 


The ORPHAN 33 
wy make us (rather than be thought behind-hand) 


4 0 ASTO. 


1 cannot gueſs your Deity 
iſtruſt you me 7 


: 
' CHAMONT: &a 
No, but I fear her Weaknels 
ay make her pay a Debt at any rate; 
1d to deal freely with your Lordſhip's Goodneſs, 
ve heard a oy lately much diſturbs me. | 
| FCAETO Ut | 
Then firſt charge her; and if the Offence be found 
ithin my Reach, tho” it ſhonld touch my Nature, 
my own Offspring, by the dear Remembrance © + 
df thy brave Father, whom my Heart rejoic'd 1 in, 
d proſecute it with ſevereſt Vengeance. [ Exit. 
CHO. 
I thank you from' my Soul. 
MONIMIA. 
Alas, my Brother! 
hat have I done? and Why do you abuſe me ?- 
y Heart quakes in me; in your ſettled Face 
Ind clouded Brow methinks I ſee my Fate: 
ſou will not kill me! n a u N 
1. eee 
Pr'ythee, why doſt talk ſo? 
"MON TM IA. 
Look kindly e on me then. I cannot bear 
everity; it daunts, and does amaze me: 
y Heart's ſo tender, ſhould you charge me rough | 
ſhould but weep, and anſwer you with ſobbing. _ | 
ut uſe me gently like a loving Brother, 


nd ſearch throngh all the Secrets of my Soul. 
CHAMO MT. | | 


Fear nothing, I will ſhew myſelf a Brother, 
tender, honeſt, and a loving Brother. 
'ove not forgot our F ather ? 
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| MONIMIA4. 
FE ſhall never. 
| CHAMO NT. 

Then you'll remember too, he was a Man _ 
That liv'd up to the Standard of his Honour, 
And priz'd that Jewel more than Mines of Wealth : 
He'd not have done a ſhameful thing but once, 
Though kept in Darkneſs from the World, and: hidden, 
He could not have forgiven it to himſelf ; 
This was the only Portion that he left us; 
And I more glory in it, than if poſſeſt 
Of all that ever Fortune threw. on Fools. i 

T was a large Truſt, and muſt be manag'd nicely 5 
Now if by any Chance, Monimia, _ 
You have ſoil'd this Gem, and taken from its Value, 
How will y' account with me ? 

MONIMIA. _ 
I challenge Envy,” 
Malice, and all the Practices of Hell, 
'To cenfure all the Actions of my paſt 
Unhappy Life, and taint me it they can! 1 
CHAMO NZ. 

Tn tell thee then; three Nights ago, as I | 
Lay muſing in my Bed, all Darkneſs round me, 
A ſudden Damp ſtruck to my Heart, cold Sweat 
Dew'd all my Face, and Trembling ſeiz'd my Limbs: 
My Bed ſhook under me, the Curtains ſtarted, , _ 
And to my tortur'd Fancy there. appear'd, 2 
The Form of Thee, thus beauteous as thou art. 
Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand 
A wanton Lover, who by Turns careſß'd the: 
With all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure i * 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, and in the very Moment 
Darted it at the Fantome, ſtrait it left me; 
Then roſe and call'd for Lights, when, O dire omen 
I found my Weapon had the Arras pierc'd, 
Juſt where that famous Tale was interwoven, 
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low the unhappy Thebar few his Father. 


 MONIMI A. | 
And for this Cauſe my Virtue is ſuſpeRed ! 
ecauſe in Dreams your Fancy has been nne 
muſt be tortur'd waking ! = 
CHAMONT. 
Have a care; 
1 not to be juſtified too faſt: 
ear all, and then let Juſtice hold the Scale. 


hat follow'd was the Riddle that confounds me: 


hrough a cloſe Lane, as I purſu'd my Journey, 


\nd meditated on the laſt Night's Viſion, 


ſpy'd a wrinkled Hag, with Age grown double, - 


icking dry Sticks, and mumbling to herſelf ; 


er Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were galPd and red; 
old Palſy ſhook her Head, her Hands ſeem'd wither, a 


and on her crooked Shoulders had ſhe wrapt 


he tatter'd Remnant of an old firip'd Hanging, 


Which ſerv'd to keep her Carcaſs from the Cold; 


o there was nothing of a P about her; 
er lower Weeds were all o'er coarſely pateh'd . 
ith diff”rent colour'd Rags, black, red, white, Phe 
\nd ſeem'd to ſpeak Variety of Wretchedneſs ; L 
aſk'd her of my Way, which ſhe inform'd me; 
hen crav'd my Charity, and bade me haften 
o ſave a Siſter : At that Word I ſtarted. 


MONIMIA. 
The common Cheat of Beggars every Day! 
hey flock about our Doors, pretend to Gifts 
f Propheſy, and telling Fools their Fortunes. 
CHAMO NT. 
Oh! but ſhe told me ſuch a Tale, Monimia, 


\s in it bore great Circumſtance of Truth; 


aſtalio and Polydore, my Siſter. 
MONIMIA4._ 
i 9: 424.508 
„ CH 4- 
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CHA MONT. 
— What, alter'd! does your Courage fail you! 
Now by my Father's Scul the Witch was honeſt ; 
Anſwer me, if thou haſt not loſt to them | 
Thy Honour at a ſordid Game. 
MONIMI. A. 
++: Sill, 
I muſt, fo hardly my Misfortune loads me. 
That both have offered me their Loves, moſt true. 
CHAMONT, 
And * tis as true too, they haye back undone thee. 
Though they both. with earneſt Yon 
Have preſt my Heart, if &er in Thought 1 PIs | 
To any but ener | | 
| CHAMONT. 
29 8 r But Caftalio! 


OVA. 1 
Stilt will you croſs the Line of my Diſcourſe ! 
Yes, I confeſs that he has won my Soul © 
By generous Love, and honourable Vows : 
Which he this Day appointed to compleat, 
And maks himſelf by holy Marriage mine. 


"+. CHAMONF. ' a 
Art then then ſpotleſs ? haſt thou ſtill preſerv's 
Thy Virtue white without a Blot untainted? 
MONIMIA. 
When I'm anchaſte, may Heav'n reje& my Pray'rs! 
Or more, to make me wre ch:4, may pour know it! 
CHAMONT.. 
Oh then, Monimia, art thou dearer to me 
Than all the. Comforts ever yet bleſt Man. 
But let not Marriage bait thee to thy Ruin. 
Truſt not a Man; we are by Nature falſe, 
Diſſembling, ſubtle, cruel and inconſtant : 
When a Man talks of Love, with Caution truſt him; 
But if he ſwears, he'll certaiuly deceive thee ; 
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charge thee let no more Caſtalis ſooth thee: 
void it as thou wouldſt perſerve the Peace 
df a poor Brother, to whoſe Soul th' art precious. AN: 
MONI MIA. Sh 


| CHAMONT. 1 | 
Appear as cold, when next you meet,. as great Ones, 
When Merit begs, then ſhalt thou ſee how ſoon © * 
is Heart will cool, and all his Pains grow eaſy. [ Exit. 
 MONIMIA. 
Yes, I will try him; torture him ſeverely ; 
or, oh Caftalio ! thou too much haſt wrong'd me 
n leaving me to Polydore' s ill Uſage. 


I will! 


He comes; and now for once, oh Love ſtand neuter, 


hilſt a hard Part's perform'd! for I muſt tempt, | | 
ound his ſoft Nature, tho” my own Heartakes fort. [Zx. | 


Enter CASTAL1O, 
CASTALTO. 

Monimia, Monimia !——She's 5 gone ; 5 
And ſeem'd to part with Anger in Thins Eyes; 
am a Fool; and ſhe has found my Weakneſs;” 
he uſes me already like a Slave ' 
aſt bound in Chains, to be chaſtis'd at wilt: 7 
Twas not well done to trifle with my Brother: 
might have truſted him with all the Secret, 
Open'd my filly Heart, and ſhewn it bare. 
But then he loves her too; but not like me. | 
I am a doting honeſt Slave, deſign'd | 
For Bondage, Marriage-bonds, which I have Form 5 
To wear: It is the only thing I e'er 132¹ £ 
Hid from his Knowledge; and he'll ſure forgive 
The firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched Friend \ 
Betray'd to Love, and all its little Follies. 5 


+ # * 
7 F 


. 
[1 
1 
LT, 
"x 
"ay 
; 
. 
4 
' 
— 
N A 
1 


= — 
—— — 
— — —— — — 
1 * » 
— — — 7 


= 
— * 
— 7 


. | \ 1 „ " 
- ITN LEY - \ o - 2 3 * 
E g i ES METS.” === 
a . | — 


— — 
e 
— — — — m 

2 _ = 
— _ * 


38 The ORPHAN, 


Thy Preſence only tis can make me bleſt, 


Enter PoLYDORE, a Page at the Dor. 


POLYDORE. 

Here place yourſelf, and watch my Brother throughly 
If he ſhould chance to meet Monimia, make 

uſt Obſervation of each Word and Action; 
aſs not one Circumſtance without Remark : 

Sir, *tis your Office, do't and bring me word, (Fx. Po 


Enter Montura. 


CASTALIO: 
Monimia, my Angel, 'twas not kind 
"Fo leave me like a Tuttle here alone, 
To droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mate. 
When thou art from me every Place is deſert, 
And I, methinks, am ſavage and forlorn ; 


Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 


MONIMI14. 

Oh the bewitching Tongues of faithleſs Men! 
"Tis thus the falſe Hyena — her Moan, juſt 
To draw the pitying Traveller to her Den; 
Your Sex are ſo, ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all, 
With Sighs and Plzints y'entice poor Women's Heart 
And all that pity you, are made your Prey. 


CASTALIO. = » 
What means my Love? Oh, how have I deſerv'd 
'This Language from the Sovereign of my Joys ! I 
Stop, ſtop thoſe Tears, Monimia, for they fall 
Like baneful Dew from a diſtemper'd Sky ; | by 
I feel *em chill me to the very Heart. $3 
MONIMIAM. | | h 
Oh, you are falſe, Cafalio, moſt forſworn, OS An 
Attempt no farther to delude my Faith. 2 CH. 
_ Heart 1s fixt, and you ſhall ſhake't no more, | 1 
CASTALIO. 


Who told you ſo? what Hell-bred Villain dard. | 
{ Prophant 


The OR YP HAN. 25; 
ophane the ſacred Buſineſs of my Love? 
MONIME4. 
Your Brother, knowing on what Terms I'm bee, 
h* unhappy Object of your Father's Charity, 
icentiouſly difcours'd to me of Love, or 
Ind durſt affront me with his brutal Paſſion. 19 85 
Grose 
'Tis 1 have been to blame, and only I, 
alſe to my Brother and unjuſt to Thee. 
or, oh! he loves thee too, and this Day own'd it, 
axt me with mme, "and claim'd a Right above me. 
MONIMIJd © 
And was your Love ſo very tame to ſhrink, 
Dr rather than loſe him, abandon me? 
CASTALIO. 
I, knowing him precipitate and rafh, 
To calm his Heat, and to conceal my Happtnefs, 
zem'd to comply with his unruly Will; 
alkt as he talkt, and granted all he ad; 
eſt he in Rage might have our Loves betray'd, - 
\nd I for ever had Menimia loſt, 
MONIMI 4. 0.4 
Could you then? did you; can you own it too ? 
was poorly done, unworthy of yourſelf ; 
\nd I can never think you meant me fair. 
_CASTALIO. 
Is this Monimia ? ſurely no! till no, 
ever thought her Dove-like, ſoft and kind. 
Vho truſts his Heart with Woman's ſurely loſt : 
ou were made Fair on purpoſe to undo us, 
hilſt ea we ſnatch th alluring Bait, 
and ne'er diftruft the Poiſon that it hides. 
MONIMIA © 
When Love ill- plac'd would find a means to break 
- CA8TILIO. | 


It never wants Pretences-or Excuſe. 
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MONIMIA. 

Man therefore was a Lord-like Creature made, 
Rough as the Winds, and as incouſtant tog: 
A lofty Aſpe& given him for Command, 3 
Eaſily | ofien'd, when he would betray :-;' _ 
Like conquering Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, bg, 
Where you are pleas'd to forage for a while; i 
But ſoon you find new Conqueſts out, and leave 
The ravag'd Province ruinate and waſte. 
If fo Caftalio you have ſerv'd my Heart, 
I find that Deſolation's ſettled there, 
And I ſhall n&er recover Peace again. "I 

„„ C4ITILI1Q. ; 

Who can hear this, and bear an equal Mind 1 * 
Since you will drive me from you, I mutt go; 
But, oh Monimia, when th' haſt baniſht me, 

No creeping Slave, though tractable and dull, 

As artful Woman for her Ends would chuſe, 

Shall ever dote as I have done: For oh! 1950 

No Tongue my Pleaſure nor my Pain can tell, . 

"Tis Heav n to have thee, and without thee Hell. 
MONTMTA. | 

Caftalio ! ftay ! we muſt not part. 1 find 
My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in apace.. 

'Theſe little Quarrels Love muſt needs forgive, __ 

They rouſe up drowſy Thoughts, and wake my Soul. 

Oh! charm me with the Mufic of thy Tongue; 

I'm ne'er ſo bleſt as when. I hear thy Vo Wũ w ..,. .. 

And liſten to the Language of thy Heart. 1 
CASTALIQ. a 

Where am I! ſurely Paradiſe is round me neck; 
Sweets planted by the Hand of Heav'n, grow here, 
And every Senſe is full of thy Perfection. 

To hear thee ſpeak might calm a Madman's F ren, 
Till by Attention he forgot his Sorrows ; 

But to behold thy Eyes, th' amazing Beauties 
Might make him rage again with Love, as I do. 
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o touch thee's Heav'n, but to enjoy thee, h! 
hou Nature's whole Perfection in one Piece! 
Sure framing thee Heav'n took unuſual Care, 
\s its own Beauty it deſign'd thee Fair; 5 


\nd form'd thee. "_ * nn GY on: wow 


ACT m. SCENE I. 
1 


Enter Pol Y nh * 


POIT DOE... 


E RE they fo kind ? Expreſs it to me all 
In Words, twill make me think I ſaw it too. 
er f - O_ens 
At firſt I thought they had been mortal Foes ; ; 
Monimia rag'd, Caftalio grew diſturb d. 
Each thought the other wrong'd, yet both ſo haughty, 
They ſcorn'd Submiſſion, * Love all the while 
The Rebel play'd, and ſcarce could be contain'd. 


| POLYDORE. 
But what ſucceeded? * © 


PAGE. 

Oh 'twas wond'rous younger 4 
For of a luden all the Storm was paſt, 
A gentle Calm of Love ſucceeded it ; | | 
Monimia figh'd and bluſh'd, Caftako ſwore ; 
As you, my Lord, I well remember did 
To my young Siſter in the Orange Grove, 
When I was firſt preferr'd to be your Page. 


POLYDORE. 
Happy Caftalio ! Now, by my great Soul, 
M' ambitious Soul, that languiſhes to Glory, 
I' have her yet, by my beſt Hopes I will. 
She ſhall be mine in ſpight of all her Arts. - 


42 The ORPHAN. 
But for Caflalio why was I refus'd 7 
Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul Play, 


Traduc'd my Honour ? Death I he durſt not doc. 


It muſt be ſo : We parted, and he met her, 
Half to Compliance brought by me, ſurpriz'd: 
Her finking Virtue *till ſhe yielded quite: 

So Poachers baſely pick up tir'd Game, 
ary the fair Hunter's cheated of his Prey. 


My Lord ! 


PAGE. 


POLYDORE. 

Go to your Chamber and prepare your Lute ; 
Find out ſome Song to pleaſe me, that deſcribes- 
Women's Hy z their ſubtle Wiles, ' 
Betraying Smiles, feign'd Tears, Inconſtancies, 
Their painted Outfides, and corrupted Minds, 


The Sum of all their Follies, and their Falſhoods. 


Emer Sz NVAANn 
© SERPANT. 
Oh the unKappieft Tidings Tongue e er told F 
| POLYDORE.. 
The Matter.!. 
SERFANT. 


Oh! your Father, my good Maſter, 


As with his Gueſts he fat in Mirth rais'd high, 
And chas'd the Goblet round the joyful Board, 
A ſudden Trembling ſeiz'd on all his Limbs; 
His Eyes diſtorted grew; his Viſage pale! 
His Speech forſook him; Life itſelf ſeem'd fled, 
And all his Friends are waiting now about him.. 


Enter Acas ro leaning on tao. 


ACAST O. 
Support me, give me Air,. I'll yet recover ;: 
was but a Slip decaying Nature made, 
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or ſhe grows weary near her Journey's End. * 
here are my Sons ? come near, my abdre; 3 
our den where's Caſalio: 
SF R FANT. 
My Lord, 
ve ſearch's, as you corntanded; all the Houſ,.. 
e and Monjmia are not to be found... 911% el 3 
ACASTO: , 
Not to be found.] then where are all my Friends f . 
Tis well.— 
hope they'll pardon an \ unhappy Fault - 
y unmannerly Infirmity has made ! ö 
Death could not come in a more welcome Hour, 
or I'm prepar'd to meet him, and mfthinks, 
ould live and die with all my F about me. 
Enter CAs TAI 10. | 
CASTALTO. 
Angels preſerve my deareſt Father's Life, 
leſs it with long uninterrupted Days! 
h ! may he live till Time itſelf decay, 
ill pl. Men wiſh him dead, or I offend im! | 
MACKET, Q ... F 
Thank you, Cafalio ; give me both your Hands, 
und bear me up I'd walk : So, now methinks 
appear as great as Hereules himſelf, _ _ 
Supported by the Pillars he had rais'd.. 
CASTALI O, 
* Lord, your Chaplain.” 
f ACASTO. | 
Let the good Man enter. 
CHAPLAIN. 
eav'n guard your Lordfhip, and reſtore your Health. 
ACASTO. 
I have provided for thee, if I die. 
o fawning ! 'tis a Scandal to thy Office. 


My Sons, as thus united, ever live, 


44 The ORPHAN. 

And for the Eſtate; you'll find when I am Gear” ſt 1 
I have divided it betwixt you both, | v1 
Equally parted, as you ſhar'd my Love; 

Only to ſweet Monimia I've bequeath'd 

Ten thouſand Crowns, a little Portion for her, 

To wed her honourably as ſhe's born. 
Be not leſs Friends becauſe you're Brothers; ſhun 
The Man that's ſingular, his Mind's unſound, 

His Spleen o'erweighs his Brains; but above all 
Avoid the politic, the factious Fool, bs thik 
The bufy, buzzing, talking, harden'd Knave, 
The quaint ſmooth Rogue, that; ſins againſt his 
Calls ſaucy loud Suſpicion, public Zeal, 
And Mutiny 
Be very careful how ye make new Friends... 

Men read not Morals. now, it was a Cuſtom. 

But all are to their Fathers Vices born : 

And in their Mothers Ignorance are bred. _. 
Let Marriage be the laſt mad thing ye dose 
For all the Sins and Follies of the paſt. F 


If you have Children, never give them Knowledge; 


»Twill ſpoil their Fortune, Fools are all the Faſhion: 
| If you've Religion, keep it to yourſelves. 

Atheiſts will elſe make uſe of Toleration, © 
And laugh ye out on't ; never ſhew Religion, 
Except ye mean to paſs for Knaves of Conſcience,, 
And cheat believing Fools that think ye honeft. 


Enter S 21184. 


SE RIVA. 
My Father !. 


 ACASTO. 
My Heart's Darling l. 
SERINA 
Let my Knees. 
Fix to the Earth.. Ne'er let my Eyes have reſt, 
But wake and weep. 0 Heav'n reſtore my Father! 


ACASTC 


the Dinges of Kies Sgint : 


— 
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ACASTO. | 
Riſe to my Arms, and thy kind Prayers are anſwer'd, 
r thou'rt a wond*rous Extract of all Goodneſs, 
rn for my Joy, and no Pain's felt when near thee. 
amont / 0 rt „ait „ nut 5691 
Enter. Cn A 0 N T. 
2  CHAMONT. » 
y Lord, may't prove not an — Omen: 
any I ſee are waiting round about you, 
d Jam come to aſk a Bleſſing too. 
15 ACA Aro. 
May'ſt thou be happy! © + © 
CHAMONT. 
Where #' - 
'ACASTO. 
In all thy Wiſhes! 
CHAMONT. 
Confirm me ſo, and make this Fair One mine. 
1m unpractisd in the Trade of Coùrtſhipp: 
nd know not how to deal Love out with Art; 
nſets in Love ſeem beſt like thoſe in War, 
erce, reſolute, and done with all the Force; 
d I would open my whole Heart at once, 
nd pour out the Abundance of my Soul. 
ACASTO. 
What ſays Serina ? can'ſt thou love a Soldier? 
ne born to Honour, and to Honour bre 
ne that has learn'd to treat ev Foes with Kindneſs ; ; 
o wrong no good Man's Fame, nor praiſe himſelf. 
| SERINd.' 
Oh! name not Love, for that's ally'd to Joy, 
nd Joy muſt be a Stranger to my Heart, 
Vhen you're in Danger. ' May Chamont's good Fortune 
ender him lovely to ſome happier Maid! 101 154 
V hilſt I at friendly Diſtance ſee him bleſt, 77's 
raiſe the kind 88 and wonder at his Virtues. 5 
404870. 
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ACASTO. 8 on 
Chamont, purſue her, conquer and poſſeſs her, 1 
And, as my Son, a third of all my Fortune 
Shall be thy Lot. iſt, 
But keep thy Eyes from wandering, Man of Frallty. 
Beware the dangerous Beauty of the Wanton, With 
Shun their Enticements; Ruin like a Vulture 
Waits on their Conqueſts: Falſhood too's their i If yot 
They put falſe Beauty off to all the World; is yet 
Uſe falſe Endearments to the Fools that love 'em, o lenc 
And when they marry, to their filly Huſbands 
They bring falſe Virtue, broken Fame and Fortune; Sir, 
MONIMIA. 
Hear you that, my Lord? 
POLYDORE. \ 
Yes, my fair Monitor, old Men always talk thus. 
 4CASTO. nd ha 
. Chament, you told me ſome Doubts that preſt you. Would 
Are you yet ſatisfied that I'm your Friend ! 1 or all 
| CHAMONT, ' ' , 
My Lord, I would not loſe that Satisfaction 
For any Bleſſing I could ever wiſh for. ave y 
As to my Fears, already I have loſt 'em; 
They ne'er ſhall vex me more, or trouble you. 1 ha\ 
ACASTO. t 
I thank you. Daughter, you muſt do ſo too. lor I 
My Friends, *tis late, | | 4 nd 1 
For my Diſorder ſeems all paſt and over, | as 
And] methinks begin to feel new Health. do ne 
CASTALIO. © _ 
Would you but reſt, it might reſtore you quite. api 
ACASTO. PEP 
Yes, III to Bed; old Men muſt humour Weakneſs, wake 
Let me have Mufic then to lull and chaſe 
This melancholy Thought of Death away. | I'm 
Good-night!myPFriends, Heav'n guard yeall!Good-night \ ple 


To-morrow early we'll ſalute the Day, 
Find 
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id out new Pleaſures, and redeem loft Time. | 
[Exeunt all but Chamont and Chaplain. 
 _CHAMONT. 
hiſt, Sir Grawity,, a Word with yon. 
| CHAPL 4 1 . | 
With me, Sir! 
CHAMON 7. * 
If you're at leiſure, Sir; we'll waſte an Hoes? * 
is yet tod ſoon to fleep, and will be Charity - 
> lend your. Converſation to a Stranger. v8 
Bir, you're a Ac n 
Cc HA MON 7. ED 
| Yes. 
CHAPLAIN. 
| I love a Soldier, 
nd had been one myſelf, but that my Parents 
ould make me what you ſee me; ay I'm hone 
or all that I wear Black. | 
CHA. M 0 V. 
And that's a Wonder. 
ave yon had long Dependance on this Family ? 
CHAPLAIN. 
I have not thought it ſo, becauſe my Time's 
pent pleaſantly, My Lord's not haughty nor imperious, 
lor I gravely whimſical; he has Good-nature, | 
nd I have Manners: - 
is Sons too are civil to me, becauſe - 
do not pretend to be wiſer than they are; 
meddle with no Man's Buſineſs but my on; 
riſe in a Morning early, ſtudy moderately, 
at and drink chearfully, live ſoberly, 
ake my innocent Pleaſures freely, 
o meet with Reſpect, and am not the Jeſt of the Family 
| CHAMONT. 
I'm glad you are ſo happy. 
\ pleaſant Fellow this, and may be uſeful. 
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Knew you my Father, the old Chamont ? 1C 
' CHAPLAIN. 
I did, and was moſt ſorry when we loſt him. 
CHAMONT. | 
Why? didſt thou love him: Eithe 
Gre 5 
** body lov'd him; beſides he was my Maſter' 5 Fri rien How 
 __CHAMONT,. Scen 


I could embrace thee for that very Notion, t tell 


If thou didſt love my Father, I could think 
Thou wouldſt not be an Enemy to me. 
C HAPLAIN. y 
I can be no Man's Foe. 8 | 
C HAMO NT. 
Then pr'ythee tell me; 


This 
ſhat ſl 
f fick] 


Think'ſt thou the Lord Cafalio loves my Siſter ? nd co1 
Nay, never ſtart. Come, come, I know thy Office 
Opens thee all the Secrets of the Family. IT wou 


Then if thou'rt honeſt, uſe this Freedom kindly. 
CHA4 PLAIN. 
Love your Siſter! — 
| CHAMONT 67% Had 
Ay, Love her "- 
C H APLAIN. 
Sir, I never aſd . hin 
| Ae eee 51 rann! 
| CHAMONT. $7.0" 11 
Nay, but thou'rt an Hypdcrite; is there not one 
Of all thy Tribe that's honeſt in your Schools? 
The Pride af your Superiors makes ye Slaves: 
Ye all live loathſome ſneaking ſervile Lives n 
Not free enough to practiſe generous Truth, 
N ye Pretend to teach it to the World. 


CHAPLAIN. © | 
I would deſerve a-better Thought from you. 


__CHAMONT. 
If thou wouldſt have me not contemn thy Office 


Nay, 


I, : 


ho are 


Why, 
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d Character, think all thy Brethren Knaves, 
hy Trade a Cheat, and thou its worſt Profeſſor; 
458 me; for 1 tell thee, Prieſt, L'Il know. 
CHAPLAIN. 
Either he loves her, or he much has weong'd her. 
. CHAMONT. 
How, wrong' d her? have a care: For this may lay 
Scene of Miſchief to undo us all. 
t tell me, wrong'd her, ſaidſt thou? 
Cc HAPLATIN. 
CHAMON 7. 
This is a Secret worth a Monarch's Fortune; 
hat ſhall I give thee for't! thou dear Phyfician 
f ſickly Souls unfold this Made to me, » 
nd comfort mine—— Tips #7 
_ CHAPLAIN. 
I would hide nothing from you willingly. 
| CHAMONT. 
Nay, then again thou'rt honeſt. Would'ſ thou tell me ? 
CHA P L AIV. 


Ves, if J durſt. 
CHAMONT. 
Why, what affrights thee? 
CHAPLAIN. 
You do, 
ho are not to be truſted with the Secret. 
CHAMONT. 
Why, I am no Fool, 
CHAPLAIN. 
So indeed you ſay. 
CHAMONT, 
Pr'ythee, be ſerious then. 
CHAPLAIN. 
You ſee I am fo, 
d hardly ſhall be mad enough To-night, 
truſt you with my Ruin. 
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CHAMONT. 
Art thou then 
So far concern'd in't? What has been thy Oſſiee? 
Curſe on that formal ſteady Villain's Face 
Juſt ſo'do all Bawds look; nay, Bawds, they ſay, 
Can pray upon occaſion, talk of Heav'n, 
Tum up-their gogling Eye- balls, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lye, and preach like any Nl 
Art thou a Bawd? 


CHAPLAIN. 
8 Sir, I'm not often us'd thus. 
HAM OZ. 
Be juſt then. 


een. 
So I ſhall be to the Truſt 
That's laid upon me. 
C HAM ON. 
By the reverenc'd Seul 
Of that great honeſt Man that gave me Being, 
Tellme but what thou know ſt concerns my Honour, 
And if I e'er reveal it to thy Wrong, 
May this good Sword ne'er do me right in Battle! 
May I ne*er know that bleſſed Peace of Mind, 
- "That dwells in good and pious Men, like thee ! 


CHAPLAIN. 
I ſee your Temper's mov'd, and I will truſt you. annot 
CHAMONT. not 
Wilt thou? | ap 
CHAPLAIN. — 
Ivill; but if it ever 'ſcape you — fee ill 
CHAMONT. "ap 
Tt never ſhall. 
CHAPLAIN. F 

Swear then. 

CHAMONT. dung 
I do by all d matter 


That's dear to me, by th' Honour of my Name, ee my 


ur, 


The ORPHAN. 

1 that dread Power I ſerve, it never ſhall. 

CHAPLAIN, | 

hen this good Day, when all the Houſe was buſy, _. 

hen Mirth and kind Rejoicing fill'd each Room, 

I was walking in the Grove I met them. 

CHAMONT. 

What, met them in the Grove together? tell me. 

dw, walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying, hah! 
CHAPLAIN. 

I by their own Appointment met them there, 

>021v'd their Marriage Vows, and join'd their Hands. 

C HAM ON. 


5¹ 


How! marry'd ! n "3% 

CHAPLAIN. 

. : Yes, Sir. 
CHAMONT. | 

Then my Soul's at Peace: 

t why would you delay fo long to give it? 
CHAPLAIN. 

Not knowing what Reception it may find 

ith old Acaſto; may be I was too cautious 

truſt the Secret from me. 

CHAMONT. 

What's the Cane 


annot gueſs, tho? 'tis my Siſter's nn 
o not like this Marriage 


ddled i'th' Dark, and done at eh hk venture: 
xc Buſineſs looks with an unlucky Face. 
ep ſtill the Secret, for it ne'2r ſhall *ſcape me, 
dt even to them, the new-match'd Pair. Farewel. 
lieve my Truth, and know. me for thy Friend. { Exeunt, * 


Enter Ca$STAL10 and MONIMIA, 


» CASTALIQ»m.,.:; :,: 
oung Chamont, and the Chaplain ! ſure tis 8 
d matter what's contriv'd, or who conſulted, 


Pee my Monimia's mine; tho? this ſad Look 
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Seems no good boading Omen to her Bliſs, 
Elſe, pr'ythee, tell me why that Look caſt down? 
Why that ſad Sigh as if thy Heart were breaking ? 
MONIMI A. 
Caſtalio, I am thinking what we've done. 
The Heav'nly Powers were ſure diſpleas'd To-day ? 
For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, 
And as your Hand was kindly join'd with mine, 
As the good Prieſt pronounc'd the ſacred Words, 
Paſſion grew big, and I could not forbear, 
Tears drown'd my Eyes, and Trembling ſeiz'd my Soul. 
What ſhould that mean? 
CASTALIO. 
Oh thou art tender all ! 
Gentle and kind as ſympathizing Nature ! 
When a ſad Story has been told, I've ſeen 
Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſſion ſwell'd, 
Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds; _ 
But now let Fear be bamiſh'd, think no more 
Of Danger, for there's Safety in my Arms; 
Let them receive thee : Heav'n grows jealous now; 
Sure ſhe's too good for any mortal Creature ! 
I could grow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to Madneſs, 
But wherefore do I dally with my Bliſs ? 
The Night's far ſpent, and Day draws on apace; 
'To Bed my Love, and wake till I come thither, 
| POLYDORE. 
So hot, my Brother ? 
MONIMIA. 
”T will be impoſſible: 
You know your Father's Chamber's next to mine, 
And the leaſt Noiſe will certainly alarm him, 
CASTALIO. 
Impoſſible ? impoſſible ? alas ! 
Is't poſh ble to five one Hour without thee ? 
Let me behold thoſe'Eyes ; they'll tell me Truth, 
Haſt thou no Longing ? Art thou ill the ſame 
Cold 


[Polydore at the Door. 


Coll 
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Cold icy Virgin? No; th'art alter'd quite. 
Haſte, haſte to Bed, and let looſe all thy Wiſhes, 
MONIM14. 
'Tis but one Night, my Lord; I pray. be ral'd, 
CASTALIQO. ++ 
Try if th'aſt Power to ſtop a flowing Tide, 
Or in a Tempeſt make the Seas be cam 
And when that's done, I'll conquer my Deſires. 
No more, my Bleſſing. - What ſhall be the Sign ? 
When ſhall I come? For to my Joys I'll fteal 
As if I ne'er had paid my Freedom for them. 
MONIMIA.  - 
Juſt three ſoſt Strokes upon the Chamber-Door; 
And at that Signal you ſhall gain Admittance : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word; for if you ſhould, 
'Tis ſurely heard, and all will be b=tray'd. 
| CASTALI O. 
Oh! doubt it not, Menimia; our. Joys 
Shall be as filent as th' ecſtatic Bliſs' 
Of Souls that by Intelligence conyerſe : 
Immortal Pleaſures ſhall our Senſes drown, 
Thought ſhall be loſt, and ey'ry Pow'r diſſolv'd: 
Away, my Love; firſt take this Kitz. Now haſte. 
L long for that to come, yet grudge each Minute paſt. 
[Exit Mon 


My Brother wand' ring too ſo late this way! 
POL 4 DORE 


CASTALIO. 
My Polydere, how doſt thou? | | 
How does our F ather ; is he we | recover'd 3 Ys 


POL Yr DO 1 
left him happily repqs d to R 
He's ſtill as gay as if his oung. 
But how does fair A l 
CASTALTD. | 
| c well. 


Caſtalio ! 
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A cruel Beauty with her Conqueſt pleas'd 
Is always joyful, and her Mind in Health. 
POLYDORE. | 
Is ſhe the ſame Monimia ſtill ſhe was? 


May we not hope ſhe's made of mortal Mould E 


CASTALIO. 
She is not Woman elſe : is 


Tho' Tm grown weary of this tedious Hopeing ;. 


We've in a barren Deſert ftray'd too long. 
POLYDORE... 

Yet may Relief be unexpected found, 
And Love's ſweet Manna cover all the Field. 
Met ye To-day ? 
CA4SFTALITO.- 

No, ſhe has ſtill avoided me. 

Her Brother too is jealous of her grown, 
And has been hinting ſomething to my F ather:. 
I with Fd never meddled with the Matter. 
And would enjoin thee, Polydore——= . 


POLYDORE. 
| To what? 


«-''-C As TALIO. 
To leave this peeviſh Beauty to herſelf. 


1 POLYDORE. 


* 


What, quit my Love? as ſoon I'd quit my Poſt 


In Fight, and like a Coward run away. 
No, by my Stars, PII chaſe her till ſhe yields 
To me, or meets her Reſcue in anather. 


CASTALTIO,. 


Nay, ſhe has Beauty that might ſhake the Leagues. 


Of mighty Kings, and ſet the World at odds: 

But I have wond'rous Reaſons on my Side, 

That would perſuade thee, were they known. 
PUZLTDORE. 

| | Then ſpeak 'em. 

What are they? Came ye to her Window here 

To learn em now ? Cafalie, have. a care; 


Ule | 
Belie 
But « 


Wit 


vou 
And 

Yo 

Te 
It is 
As I 
But, 
Till 


To r 
And 
To t 
Did 


The 


Iſe 
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Uſe honeſt Dealing with your Friend and Brother. 
Believe me, I'm not with my Love ſo blinded, 
But can diſcern your Purpoſe to abuſe me. 
Ei your: -Pretences-to her. 
CASTALIO.. 
Grant I do; 

Yau ove Capitulitions Polydore, 
And but upon Conditions would oblige me. 

POLYDOR'E. 

You ſay, you've Reaſons. Why are they conceqj d? 
C4STALIO. | 
To-morrow I may tell you... 

It is a: Matter of ſuch Conſequence, 
As I muſt well conſult ere I reveal: 
But, pr'ythee, ceaſe to think I would abuſe thee, 
A more be known. 

- PFOLYDO R E. 

When you, Caſtalio, ceaſe . 

To meet Monizia unknown to me, 
And then deny it laviſhly, VII ceaſe - 
To think: Cafalio faithleſs to his Friend. 
Did I not ſee you part this very Moment? 


CASTALIO. 
It ſeems you've watch'd me then? « 
POLYDORSE.- 
I ſcorn the Office, 
CASTATLIO. 
Pr'ythee, avoid a thing thou may'> repent, 
POLYDORE.. 
That i is, henceforward making Leagues with you. 
CASTALIO. 
Nay, if y'are angry, Polydore, good Night. ¶ Exit. 
POLYDORE. | 


Good Night, Caftalio, if y're in ſuch Haſte. 
He little thinks I've overheard th* Appointment : 
But to his Chamber's gone to wait awhile, ; 
Then come and take Poſſeſſion of my Love. 5 
C4 This 
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This is the utmoſt Point of all my Hopes, 
Or now ſhe muſt or never can be mine, 
Oh! for a Means now how to counterplot, 
And diſappoint this happy elder Brother. 
In every thing we do, or undertake, 
He ſoars above me, mount what Height I can, 
Ard keeps the Start he got of me in Birth. 
Cerdelio! + 
Enter PAGE. 
PAGE... 
My Lord! | 
POLYDORE. 
Come hither, Boy, 
Thou haſt a pretty forward lying Face, 
And may'k in time expect Preferment; eanſt thou 
Pretend to Secreſy, cajole and flatter 1 
Thy Maſter's Follies, and aſſiſt his Pleaſures ? 
PAGE. 

My Lord, I could do any thing for you, 
And ever be a very faithful Boy. 
Command, what e'er's your Pleaſure I'll obſerve. 


Be it to run, or watch; or to convey 
A .etter to a beauteous Lady's Bofom ; 
At leaſt I am not dull, and ſoon ſhould learn, 


POLYDORE. 

»Tis pity then thou ſhouldſt not be employ'd. 
Go to my Brother, he's in's Chamber now 
Undreſſing, and preparing for his Reſt ; 

Find out ſome Means to keep him up a while: 

Tell him a pretty Story that may pleafe 

His Ear: Invent a Tale, no matter what: 

If he ſhould aft of me, tell him I'm gone 

To Bed, and ſent you there to know his Pleaſure 
Whether he'll hunt To-morrow, Well ſaid Polydore z 
Diſſemble with thy Brother: That's one Point. 

But do not leave him *till he's in his Bed; 


Or if he chance to walk again this Way, 
l | Follow 
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Follow and do not quit him, but ſeem fond | 
To do him little Offices of Service. * 

perhaps at laſt it may offend him; then 


Retire, and wait till I come in. Away : 
Succeed in this and be employ'd again. 


PAGE. 
Doubt not, my Lord : He has been always kind 
To me; would often ſet me on his Knee; ; 


Then give me Sweetmeats, call me pretty Boy, 
And aſk, me what the Maids talk'd of at Nights. 


 POLYDORE. 
Run quickly then, and proſperous be thy Wiſhes. _ 
* - 411 Page. 

Here I'm alone and fit for Miſchief; now 
To cheat this Brother, will't be honeſt, that 
T heard the Sign ſhe order'd him to give. 
Oh for the Art of Proteus, but to change 
The happy Polydore to bleſt Caſtalio“ 
She's not ſo well acquainted with him yet, 
But I may fit her Arms as well as he. 
Then when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 20 00 
Than Senſe can think, all looſen'd into Joy, - 
To hear my diſappointed Brother come, | 
And give the unregarded Signal; Oh! 
What a malicious Pleaſure will that be 
Juſt three ſoft Strokes upon the Chamber-Door : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word; for if you ſhould, 
'Tis ſurely heard, and we are both betray'd. 

How I adore a Miſtreſs that contrives 
[| With Care to lay the Buſineſs of her Joys! 
One that has Wit to charm the very Soul, 
And give a double Reliſh to Delight! 
Bleſt Heav'ns aſſiſt me but in this dear Hour, 
And my kind Stars be but propitious now, 
Diſpoſe of me hereafter as you pleaſe. 
Monimia ! Menimia ! | Gives the Signs 


* 


OW cs [Maif 
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[Maid at the Windew.)] Who's there? 


POLYDORE.. 
Thi 
MAI D. 
My Lord Caftalio ? 
; POLYDORE.. 
8 The ſame. 
How does my Love, my dear Monimia? 
c MAID. 

WP. Tv 


She wonders much at your unkind Delay ; 
- .You've ſtaid ſo long that at each little Noiſe 
The Wind but makes, ſhe aſks if you are coming. 


: POLYDORE. . 
Tell her I'm here, and let rhe Door be open'd. 
[ Maid deſcends. 
Now boaſt, Coftalio, triumph now and tell 
Thyſelf ä Stories of a promis d Bliſs. 
[T he Door unbolll. 
It opens, hah ! what means my trembling Fleſh ! 
Ltmbs, do your Office and ſupport me well, 
Bear me to her, then fail me if you can. 


[ Exit. 
Enter CASTAL TO and PAGE. 


PAGE. 


| Indeed, my Lord, *twill be a lovely Morning. 
Pray let us hunt. 

CASTALITO. * 

Go, you're an idle Pratler, 
Jil ſtay at Home To-morrow ; if your Lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my Hounds: Go leave me, 
I muſt to Bed, | 

PAGE. 

I'll wait upon your Lordſhip, 
nl you think fit, and ing you to Repoſe. 


CAST + 
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v 
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CASTALIO. 
No, my kind Boy, the Night is too far waſted, 
My Senſes too are quite diſrob'd of Thought, 
And ready all with me to o go to reſt. 
Good-night: commend me to my Brother. 
PAGE. 
Oh! 
You never heard the laſt new Song I learn'd ; 
It is the fineſt, prettieſt Song indeed, 
Of my Lord and my Lady you know who, 
That were caught together, you know where. 
My Lord, indeed it is. 
CASTAL 1O. 
You muſt be whipt, Voungſter, if you get ſach.- 
Songs as thoſe are. 
What means this Boy's Impertinence To-night a: 
PAGE. 
Why, what muſt I ſing, pray, my dear. Lord? 
Palms, Child, Pſalms. 
PAGE. 
O dear me! Boys chat go to School learn Plalms, 
But Pages that are better bred ſing Lampoons. 
CASTALIO.. ' © 
Well, leave me; I am weary, 


PAGE, 
ob! but you promis'd me laſt time I told you what 
Colour my Lady Monimia's Stockings were of, and that 
ſhe garter'd them above Knee, that you would give me a 
little Horſe to go a hunting upon, ſo you did, I'Il tell you 
no more Stories, except you keep your Word with me. 
CASTALTO. 
Well go, you Trifler, and To-morrow aſk me. 
PAGE. 
Indeed, my Lord, I can't abide to leave you. - 
| CAST ALTO. 
Why, wert thou inſtructed to attend- me? 


C6 PAG Z, 
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PAGE. 

No, no, indeed, indeed, my Lord, I'was not; 

But I know what I know. 
CASTALTIO. "IE 

What doſt thou know ! Death! what can all this mean? 

. PAGE. 
Oh ! I know who loves ſome-body. 
CAST ALIO. 

What's that to me, Boy? 

PAGE. 

Nay, and I know who loves you too. 

CASTALIO. | 

That's a wonder, pr'ythee tell it me. 

PAGE. 
"Tis——'tis——TI know who—— 
But will you give me the Horſe then ? 
CASTALIO. 
I will, my Child. 
PAGE. 

It is my Lady Monimia, look you, but don't you tel} 
her I told you, ſhe'll give me no more =, then. 
I heard her ſay fo as ſhe lay a-bed, Man. 

Aera s. 
 Talk'd ſhe of me when in her Bed, Cordelio ? 
POT: 

Yes, and I ſung her the Song you made too. 

And ſhe did fo ſigh, and ſo look with her Eyes; 


And her Breaſts did ſo lift up and down, I could have found 


in my Heart to have beat em, for they made me aſnam'd. 
| CASTALIQ. 
Hark, What's that Noiſe ? 
Take this, begone, and leave me. 
You Knave, you little Flatterer, get you gone. [ Exit Page. 
Surely it was a Noiſe. Hift——only Fancy. 
For all is huſl'd, as Nature were retir'd, 
And the perpetual Motion ſtanding ſtill: 
So much ſhe' from her Work appears to ceaſe, 


And 


— 


an? 


tel} 
en. 


od: 


ge. 
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And every warring Element's at Peace; 

All the wild Herds are in their Coverts couch'd ; 
The Fiſhes to their Banks or Ooze repair'd, 

And to the Murmurs of the Waters ſleep ; 

The feeling Air's at reſt, and feels no Noiſe, 
Except of ſome ſoft Breaths among the Trees, 
Rocking the harmleſs Birds that reſt upon em-. 
'Tis now that guided by my Love I-go, 

To take Poſſeſſion of Monimia's Arms. 

Sure Palydore's by this time gone to Bed. 

At Midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untrack'd, 
To make a Viſit to his hoarded Gold, 

And feaſts his Eyes upon the ſhining Mammon: [ Knocks, 
She hears me not, ſure ſhe already ſleeps. 

Her Wiſhes could not brook ſo long Delay, 

And her poor Heart has beat itſelf to Reſt. [Knocks agaiy, 
Meonimia ! my Angel—hah—not yet— | 
How long's the ſofteſt Moment of Delay 

To a Heart impatient of its Pangs like mine, 

In ſight of Eaſe, and panting to the Goal ? IN. 
Once more—— 


MAI D. 
Who's there, 
That comes thus rudely to diſturb our Reft K 
CAST ALIO. 
"Ta I | 
MATD. 
Who are you, what's your Name? 
CASTALIO. | 
Suppoſe 
The Lord Caftalio. * q58 
NAI. 


I know you not. 


The Lord Caſtalio has no Buſineſs here. 


CASTALTIO: 
Hah! have a care; what can this mean ? 
Who e'er thou art, 1 charge thee to Monimia fly; ; 
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Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my Doom. 


MAI D. 


Who e'er ye are, ye may repent this Outrage, 


My Lady muſt not be diſturb'd. Good-night! 


CASTAL TO: 


She muſt, tell her ſhe ſhall; go, I'm in haſte, - 
And bring her Tidings from the State of Love; 
They're all in Conſultation met together, 

How to reward my Truth, and crown her Vows. - 


Sure the Man's mad. 


Obey 


; & 3 # 


CASTALIO. 
Or this will make me ſo: 
me, or by all the Wrongs I ſuffer, 


- 


Pll ſcale the Window, and come in by Force, 
Lot the ſad Conſequence be what it will; 
This Creature's trifling Folly makes me mad. 


M-41D. 


My Lady's Anſwer is, you may depart, . 
She ſays ſhe knows you: You are Polydore, . 
Sent by Caftalio, as you were To-day, 
T'affront and do her Violence again. 


CASTALI O.. 


I'll not believe't. 


MATD. 
You may, Sir, 


648741710. 
MA41D. 


Well, 'tis a fine cool Evening, and I -hope 
May cure the raging Fever in your Blood. 
Good-night. 


CASTALIO. 


And farewel all that's juſt in Woman! 
This is contriv'd, a ſtudied Trick to abuſe. - 
My eaſy Nature, and torment my Mind; 
Sure now the'as bound me faft, and means to lord it, 


To 


Curſes blaſt thee !: 
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To rein me hard, and ride me at her Will, 
Till by Degrees ſhe ſhape me into Fool 

For all her future Uſes, Death and Torment! 
'Tis Impudence to think my Soul will bear it. 
Oh I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my Hair:;- :- 
'Tis well, Monimia, that-thy Empire's ſhort; 
Let but To-morrow, but To-morrow come, 
And try if all thy Arts appeaſe my Wrong; 
Till when be this deteſted Place my Bed, [Lies downe- 
Where I will ruminate on Woman's Ills, 

Laugh at myſelf, and curſe th' inconſtant Sex, 
Faithleſs Monimia Oh Monimia ! 

Euter ER NES To. 


ERNESTO, 
| bs | Either 
My Senſe has been deluded, or this Way, | 
I heard the found of Sorrow; tis late Night, 
And none, whoſe Mind's at Peace, would wander nom. 


— 


 CASTALIO. 
Who's there ? 
A Friend. 
CASTALTIO. 


If thou art fo, retire.- - 
And leave this Place, for I would be alone. 


ERNESTO: 
Caftalia My Lord, why in this Poſture, 
Stretch'd on the Ground? Your honeſt true old er 
| Your poor Erne/to cannot ſee you thus; | | 
Riſe, I beſeech you. 
 CASTALIO. 
If thou art Erno, 
As by thy Honeſty thou ſeem'ſt to be, 
Once leave me to my Folly. 


ERNESTO. 
I can't leave ycu, 


An] 
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And not the Reaſon know of your Diſorders. - 
Remember how when young I in my Arms 

Have often borne you, pleas'd you in your Peale, 
And ſought an early Share in your Affection. 

Do not diſcard me now, but let me ſerve you. 


CASTAL 28. 
Thou canſt not ſerve me. 


ERNESTO. 
Why ? 


CASTALTO. 4 
Becauſe my Thoughts 
Are full of Woman; thou, poor Wretch, art paſt em. 


ERNESTO. 


I hate the Sex, | ” Met} 
CASTALTIO. Wak 
Then I'm thy Friend, Ernefo. [Riſes To f 
Pd leave the World for him that hates a Woman. Like 
Woman the Fountain of all human Frailty ! But e 
What mighty Ills have not been done by Woman ? And 
Who was't betray'd the Capitol? A Woman. | Twa 
Who loſt Mark Antony the World? A Woman. But v 
Who was the Cauſe of a long ten Years War, And 
And laid at laſt old Trey in Aſhes? Woman. 
Deſtructive, damnable, deceitful Woman. Ge 
Woman to Man firſt as a Bleſſing giv'n, 
When Innocence and Love were in their Prime, He 


Happy a while in Paradiſe they lay, 
But quickly Woman long'd to go aſtray ; 
Some fooliſh new Adventare needs muſt prove, H: 


And the firſt Devil ſhe ſaw, ſhe chang'd her Love; 
To his Temptations lewdly ſhe inclin'd My 
Her Soul, and for an Apple damn'd Mankind. F[ Exe, 
Go 
4 ND I can 
For a 
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2 — IV. SCENE 1. 
| Acro folys, 


ICASTO, 
Leſt be the Morning that has brought me Health ; 
A happy Reſt has ſoften'd Pain away, 
And I'll forget it, though my Mind's nat well. 


A heavy Melancholy clogs my Heart, 

I droop and ſigh I know not why. Dark Dreams, 

Sick Fancy's Childzen, have been over-buſy, 

And all the Night play'd Parces 1 in my Brains; 
Methought I heard the Mid-night Raven cry, 

Wak'd wich th' 3rnagin'd. Noiſe wy Curtain ſeem'd 
To ſtart, ang at my Feet my Sons appear'd. | 
Like Ghoſts, all pale aud Uf: 1 Grove to ſpeak, 

But could got: {uddenly the Forms were loſt, + 


And ſeery'd 40-yaviſh in 8 blogdy Claud; | 
'Twas odd, and for the preſant ſhgok my Thoughts, 
Blood 3 


But was th*Effe& of my diſtemper d B 
And when the Health's diſturb'd, the Mind's unxuly. 
_ Ever Por Te. W o 
Good Maraing, Paludare. } 
POLYDORE, 
Heav'n keep your Lardſbip. 
. ACASTO. 
Have you yet ſeen Caſalio To- day? 
POLYDORE. 
My Leak, tis early Day; he's hardly riſen, 
ACASTO. 
Go, call him up, and meet me in the Chapel. 
[Exit Polydore. 
I cannot think all has gone well To-night ; 


For as I waking lay (and ſure my Senſe | 


W as 
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Was then my own) methought I heard my Son. | 
Caftalio's Voice ; but it ſeem'd low and mournful;, 

Under my Window too I thought I heard it 
M'untoward Fancy could not be deceiv'd. 

In every thing; and I will ſearch the Truth out. 


Enter Mo x uA, and ber Ma1d- 
Already up, Menimia ] you roſe 
Thus early ſure to out-ſhine the Day 
Or was there any thing that croſt your Reſt ?* | 
They were naughty Thoughts that would not let you ſleep, 

MONIMIA. 
Whatever are my Thoughts, my Lord, I've learnt. 

By your Example to oorrect their Ills, 
And Morn, and Evening, give up the Round. 


ACASTO: 
Four Pardon Sweet: one, I-upbraid you not; 
Or if I would, you are ſo good I could not. 
Though Fm deceiy'd;. or you're more fait To-day g 
For Beauty's heighten'd in your Cheeks, and all: 
Your. Charms ſeem up, and ready in your Eyes. 


_MONTMTA4: 

The little Share T have's ſo very mean, 
Thatit may eaſily admit Addition; + iy 
Though you, my Bord; ſhould moſt of all 3 5 
To give it too much Praiſe, and make me proud-— 


 ACASTO. 
Proud of an old Man's Praiſes ! No, Monimia«/”* - 
But if my Prayers can work thee any good, 
Thou ſhalt not want the largeſt Share of em: 
| ACAST O: 
Heard you-no Noiſe To-night ?- 
MONIMIAXA. 


3 my good Lord 1 
Ay! about Midnight. 


| MONIMTIA. 
Indeed, my Lord, I-don't remember any. 
| 40 48＋0 
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ACASTO. 

You muſt ſure! went you early to your Reit N 

MONIMIA. | 

About the wonted Hour. Why this Enquiry ? L. 
4048 TO. 

And went your Maid to Bed too? 

MONIMIA. 

My Lord, I gueſs ſo; 

I've ſeldom known her diſobey my Orders. 


 ACASTO. | 
Sure Goblins then or Fairies haunt the Dwelling ;: 
JU have Enquiry made through all the Houſe, ; 
But I'll find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders. % 
* to thee, Monimia—I'Il to Chapel. [Ex Acafe. 
MONTMTIA.. WE 
P11 but diſpatch ſome Orders to my Woman, 

And wait upon your Lordſhip there. | 

I fear the Prieft has play'd us falſe ; if ſo, 

My poor Cafalio loſes all for me; . 

I wender though he made ſuch Haſte to leave mes 
Was't not unkind, Florella “ ſurely 'twas | 

He ſcarce afforded one kind parting Word, 

But went away ſo cold: The Kiſs he gave me 

Seem'd the fore*'d Compliment of ſated Love. 

Would I had never marry'd! 


MATD. 
Why? 
MONIMI4 | 


| | Methinks 
The Scene's quite alter d; Jam not the ſame; 
Pye bound up for myſelf a Weight of Cares, 
And how the Burden will be borne none knows.. 
A Huſband may be jealous, rigid, falſe; 
And ſhould Caftalio e er prove ſo to me; 
So tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Love, 
'Twould ruin and. diſtract my Reſt for ever. 


HAI. 
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| 41D. j ike 
Madam, he's coming. Now 
MONIMI A. 


Where, Florella? where? 
ls he returning? To my Chamber lead ; 
Til meet him there: The Myfterigs of our Love 
Should be kept private as Religious Rites, 
From the unhallow'd View of common Eyes. 

2 xeunt Mon. and Maid, 


Emer CAs TAL Io. 


CASTALIO. 
Wiſh'd Morning's come! And now upon the Plains 
And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their Flocks, 
The happy Shepherds leave their homely Huts, 


And with their Pipes proclaim the new-born Day. Nay, 
The luſty Swain comes with his well filld Scrip vou 
Of healthful Viands, which, when Hunger calls, Is gre 
With much Contept and Appetite e cats, And 


To follow in the Fields his daily Toil, 
And dreſs the grateful Glebe, that yields him Fruits. 
The Beaſts that under the warm Hedges flept, 
And wezther'd out the cold bleak Night, are up, 
And looking towards the veighb'ring Paſtures, raiſs 
Their Voice, and hid their Felow-brutes Good-morrow 3 
The chearful Birds too, on the Faps of Trees, 
Aſſemble all in Choirs, and with their Notes 
Salute and welcome up the riſing Sun. 
There's no Condition fure fo curs'd as mine; 
I'm marry'd! *Sdeath! I'm ſped. How like a Dog 
Look'd Hercules, thus to a Piſtaff chain'd ? 
Monimia ! oh Monimza ! 

Enter Mo x iM IA, and Map. 


MONIMIA. 
I come, 
I fly to my ador'd Caftalio's Arms, 
My Wiſhes Lord. May every Morn begin 


\ 


Like this; and with our Days our Loves renew. 


Now I may hope you are ſatisfy*d- 
[ Looking rkg as on him. 


3; CASTALIO. 
Iam 


MONIMIA. 
What ? ſpeak : 
Art a not well, Caftalio ? Come, lean 
Upon my Breaſt, and tell nie where's thy Pain, 


CASTALIO. 
'Tis here! tis in my Head; *tis in my 8 
G 'Tis every where; it rages like a Madneſs ; 
And I moſt wonder how my Reaſon holds ; 
Nay, wonder not, Monimia : the Slave 
You thought you had ſecur'd within my Breaſt, 
Is grown a Rebel, and has-broke his Chain, 
And now he walks there like a Lord at large. 
f MONINMIA. 
Am I not then your Wife, your lov'd Monimia ? 
once was ſo, or Pve moſt ſtrangely dream't. 
What ails my Love? 


A , CASTALTIO. 
| What &er thy Dreams have been, 

Thy waking Thoughts ne'er meant Caffalio well. 
No more, Monimia, of your Sex's Arts, 
They are uſeleſs all : I'm not that pliant Tool, 
That neceſſary Utenſil you'd make me, 
I know my Charter better—I am Man, 
Obſtinate Man; and will not be enflav'd. 


MONIMI1A4. 
You ſhall, nor fear't : Indeed my Nature's eaſy, 
I'll ever live your moſt obedient Wife, 
Nor ever any Privilege pretend 
Beyond your Will ; for that you be 1 OM ;, 
Indeed I will not. 
„ 4 8. 
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CASTAEIO. WE 
Nay, you ſhall not, Madam; | 

By yon bright Heav'n, you'ſhall not ; all the Day 

Pl play the Tyrant, and at Night forſake thee ; 

Till by Afflictions and continued Cares, 

I've worn thee to a homely houſhold Drudge: 

Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 

Subſervient to all my looſer Pleafures, 

For thou haſt wrong*d Caftalis. 


MONIMIA. 


No more : 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my Offence, + 


I'll never quit you elſe ; but on theſe Knees, F 
Thus follow you all Day, *till th'are worn bare, 7% 
And hang upon you like a drowning Creature, I tec 
Caſtalio a — And 
CASTALTO. TWO 
. Away; laſt Night, laſt Night. 
MONIMIA. 
It was our Wedding-night, 

CASTALTO. 4 
No-more, forget it. Sw 

MONIMI 4. 
Why? Do you then repent ? : 
re Dre 
Lad. See 

NMONIMIA. 
Oh Heav'n! N 


And will you leave me thus ? help, help, Florella. 

| [ He drags her to the Door, and breaks from her, 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel Man. Th: 
Oh my Heart breaks 'm dying, Oh ſtand off; 
PI not indulge this Woman's Weakneſs ; ſtill 

Chaft, and fomented, let my Heart ſwell on, 

Till with its Injuries it burſt, and ſhake | 
With the dire Blow this Priſon to the Earth, EY 
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dS Do: ; | 
What ſad Miſtake has been the Cauſe of this? 
' MONIMIA. | 
Caſtalio : Oh! how often has he ſwore, 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
Ere he would falſify his Vows to me. 
Make haſte, Confuſion, then: Sun loſe thy Light, 
And Stars drop, dead with Sorrow to the Earth ; 
or my Caftalio's falſe. 

MAI D. 

Unhappy Day ! 

MONIMIAX. 
Falſe as the Wind, the Water, or the Weather 
Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling Prey. 
I feel him in my Breaſt, he tears my Heart, 
And at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood; 
Muſt I be 1 in Pain ? 


Enter CHAMONT, 


CHAMONT. | 
In Tears, Monimia * © 
MONI M TA 
Who @er- thou art, 
Leave me alone to my belov'd Delp 
 CHAMONT. 
Lift up thy Eyes, and ſee who comes to cheer thee. 
Tell me the Story of thy, Wrongs, and then 
See Ig Soul — Reft*till thou haſt Juſtice. 


MO NIMI4. 
My Brother! 
CHAMONT. 
her, Yes, Monimia, if thou chink'ſt 
: That I dure the Name, I am thy Brother. 
ad, MONTMI4. i, 
Oh Caſtali n 25 
.C HAMO NT. 


Hah ! 
| Name 
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Name me that Name again ! My Soul's on fire 
»Till I know all: There's Meaning in that Name. 
I know he is thy Huſband : Therefore truſt me 
With all the following Truth 
MONIMTIA. 
Indeed, Chamont, 
There's nothing in it but the Fault of Nature: 
I'm often thus ſeiz'd ſuddenly with Grief, 
I know not why. 
CHAMONT. 
You uſe me ill, Monimia ; 
And I might think with Juſtice moſt ſeverely 
Of this unfaithful Dealing with your Brother, 
MONIMIA. 
Truly I'm not to blame: Suppoſe I'm fond, 
And grieve for what as much may pleaſe another. 
Should I upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt Fault? you would notdoſo: Would you? 


CHAMONT. 


Not if I'd Cauſe to think it was a Friend. 


MONIMIH. 
Why do you then call this unfaithful Dealing? 
I ne'er conceal'd my Soul frem you before: 
Bear with me now, and ſearch my Wounds no farther, 
For every Probing pains me to the Heart. 


CHAMONT. 

'Tis fign there's Danger, and muſt be prevented. 
Where's your newHuſband?Still that Thought diſturbs you, 
What, only anſwer me with Tears d Caftalio ! 

Nay, now they ſtream, 
Cruel unkind Caftalio ! Is't not 0 


MONIMIA4. 
I cannot ſpeak, Grief flows ſo faſt upon me, 
It chokes and will not let me tell the Cauſe. 
CHAMONT. 
Oh, my Monimia, to my Soul thou'rt dear, 
As, Honour to my Name: Dear as the Light 


ou? 


i 


To 


The Or wh! 


fo Eyes but juſt reſtor'd,' and heaPd of Blindneſs, 
Vhy wilt thou not repoſe 9 
The Anguiſh that torments thee 


1h'q »MONIMI4 
Oh! | dare not. | 


* — 899 - 
* „ ” * 4 ' 7 
© „ + : 4 1 


CHA M 0 N "y 
I have no Friend but thee: We muſt evafde | 
In one another: Two unhappy Orphans, * 
Alas, we are; and when I ſee thee grieve, Pines 2 
ethinks it is a Part of me that ſuffers, 
MONIMIA.. 
| Oh ſhouldſt thou know the Cauſe of my Lamenti 
I'm ſatisfy'd, Chamont, that thou wouldſt ſcorn me 
hou would deſpiſe the abject loſt Moni mia, 
No more wouldſt praiſe this hated Beauty; but 
hen in ſome Cell diſtracted, as I ſhall be, 
hou ſeeſt me lie; theſe unregarded Locks 
Matted like Furies Treſſes; my poor Limbs : 
hain'd to the Qround, and ſtead of the Delight 
hich happy Lovers taſte, my Keeper's Stripes, 
\ Bed of Straw, and a coarſe wooden Diſh _. .. 
Of wretched Suſtenance ; when thus thou ſeeſt me, | 
Prythee have Charity and Pity for me. 
t me enjoy this Thought. ; 


CHAMONT: g 
Why wite thou e 1 


My Soul ſo long; Monimia? But me quic kly 
Or thou nn Madneſs firſt, 
OV 74. i 3 
Could N > N 
CHAMONT. nn 
geecret as the Grave; 
| MONIMI4: 


But with I've told you, will you keep your Fury 
Vithin its Bounds ? Will you not de ſome raſh | 


und horrid Miſchief ? for indeed Chamont, 
ou would not think how hardly I've been us d 
Yor. III. : D From 


* 


From a near Friendy from one that has my Soul _ 
A Slave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant, | 


CHAMONT. db 

I will be calm; but has Cafaks wrong'd cee? 
Has he already waſted all his Love? . * 
What has he done ? qulakly; for I'm all trembling , 
With ExpeQation of a horrid Tale. | | 


MONIMIA, 
Oh! could you think it! 


CHamont, 
What? 


* n 
I. dar hell kill me. | 


CHAMONT. 


Hah | 
MONIMIA. ag" 
Indeed I do; he's ſtrangely eruel to me, ſs * 
Which if it laſts, I'm ſure muſt break my Heart. 
CHAMO. N 7. | 
What has he done ? 
MONIMIA. 
Moſt barbaroufly us'd me: 
Nothing ſo kind as he, when in my Arms; 
In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sighs and Joys, 
Not to be thought again, the Night was waſted ? 
At Dawn, of Day he roſe, and left his Conqueſt, 
But when we met, and I with open Arms + - 
Ran to embrace the Lord of all my Wiſhes, 
Oh chen! 


CHAMONT. 
Go on! | 
MONIMIA. 
He threw me from his Breaſt, 
Like a deteſted Sin, 
CHAMONT, | 
How ? 


Man 


Upot 
He d 
And 


Daſh 


He 
Thou 


WI 


So 1 
Throy 
Lamer 
Povert 


Light 


Nay 
Didit t 
Keeper 
By all. 
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MONIMIFA © 
As I hung too 
Upon his Knees, and begg'd to know the Cauſe, 
He dragg'd me like a Slave upon the Earth, 
And had no Pity on my Cries, $5.25. 
| CHAMONT.. . 
How |! did he 4 
Daſh thee diſdainfully away with Scorn | 


 MONIMIA. 

He did; and more I fer, will ne'er he Friends; 
Though I ſtill deve him wiel unbated Paſſion, / - 
CHAMONT © 
What, throw thee from him! 

ON 

CHAMQNT, 

80 may Ithis A m we wat n u 5 Interna >? 
Throw him to th Earth, like a dead Dog deſpis'd j 
Lameneſs and Leproſy, BIindneſs and Lunacy, 

Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the Name of Villain 
Light on me, if, Cafalio, I forgive thee. 

Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is: 

Didit thou not promiſe me thou wouldſt be calm? 

Keep my Diſgrace conceal'd ? why ſhouldſt thou kill him: 
By all my Love, this Arm ſhould do him Vengeance, 

las, I love him ſtill, and though I ne'er 
-laſp him again within theſe longing Arms, 
et bleſs htm, bleſs him (Gods) — he goes, 


Enter Ac As TO. 
4404S o. 
Sure ſome ill Fate is towards me; in my Houſe 
only meet with Oddneſs and Diſorder; 
ach Vaſſal has a wild diſtracted Face; 
nd looks as full of Buſineſs as a Blockhead 
in Times of Danger: Juſt this very Moment 
. D 2 f met 
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I met Caſtalio 44 | 
CHAMONT. 
Then you met a Villain. 
8 4C48T0. 
Hah ! 
c, vr 
Ves, a Villain. 
| 4 4s ro. 


Have a care, young Soldier, 
How thou'rt too buſy with Acaſſos Fame; | 


I have a Sword, my Arm's good old uaintance. 3 
Villain to the —: * | But 
CHAMONT. _ you 
Curſe on thy * Age, 
Which hinders me to ruſh upon thy T F. 
And tear thr Root up of that curs'd Brambt 1 Ane 
ACASTO: | 
Ungrateful Ruffian ! ſure my good old Friend Y 
Was ne'er thy Father; nothing of him's in thee t Juit 
What have I done in my unhappy Ape, Had 
To be thus us'd? I ſcorn to upbraid thee, Boy, Tra 
But I could put thee in Remembrance IE — 
C HAM Til 
| | Crop 
| ACASTO. The! 
1 ſcorn it — > n 

No, Pl calmly hear the Story, You 
For I would fain know all, to ſee which Scale Fine 
Weighs moſt—Hah, is not that good old Acafto ? Or I 

What have I done? Can you forgive this Folly ? But 
ACASTO. Need 

Why doſt thou aſk it? | 
CHAMONT. Yo 
Twas the rude O'erflowing 


Oftoo much Paſſon; pray, pu * forgive me. Kundl. 
4 404870 
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| ACASTO) 

- Meck hw Youth ; I can revenge a Wrong. 
CHAMONT. | 


I know it well ; but for this Thought of mine, 
Pity a Madman's Frenzy, and forget it. 


| ACASTO. 
I will; but une u be more kind. 
15 | [Rai him. 
Whence came the Cauſe ? _ | 
CHAMONT. 
Indeed Pve been to blame, 


| But I'll learn better; for you've been my Father: 
You've been her Father too— | {Takes Mon. 9 the Hand. 


a 404. 
Forbear the P 


And let me know the Subſtance of thy Tale. 


CHA MONT. 

Vou took her up a little tender Flower, 
Juit ſprouted on a Bank, Which the next Froſt 
Had nipt; and with a careful loving Hand, 
Tranſplanted her into your own fair Garden, oO 
Where the Sun always ſhines: There long ſhe flouriſh'd, 
Grew ſweet to Senſe, and lovely to the Eye, 
Till at the laſt a cruel Spoiler came, 
Cropt this fair Roſe, and rifled all its Sweetneſs, 
Then caſt it like a loathſome Weed, away. 


4er 0. 
Vou talk to me in Parables; Cbamont, 1 
Vou may have known that I'm no wordy Man; 
Fine Speeches are the Inſtruments of Knaves 
Or Fools, that uſe em, when they want good Senſe; 
But Honeſty 
Needs no Diſguiſe nor Ornament ; ; be plain. 


CHAMONT. 


Your Son 


ACASTO. f 0 
I've two, and both I hope have tin 
D 3 C HX 


"+8 be ORY HAN. 
CHAMONT, 

1 bope ſo too bu. ; 4 
 MCASTO, 


Speak. y 
 CHAMONT. 
| I muſt inform you, 
Once more, Caf 1 WI 
ACASTO. My 
Still, Caftalio? Th. 
CHAMONT. You 
| Ves, 
Your Son Caſalis has wrong d Monimia. 4 
11 1:2 4 CHIT Of 
Hah ! wrong'd her? | 
CHAMO N 7. 
Marry'd her. 
ACASTO. Me 
199% I'm ſorry for't. 
CHAMONT. 
mY ſo:ry Þ 7; | 
| By yon bleſt Heav'n there's not a Lord 
But might be proud to take her to his Heart, 
_ ACASTO. 
I'll not deny't. | 
| _ CHAMONT. 
Vou dare not, by the Gods, | 
You dare not ; all your Family combin'd 
In one damn'd Falſhood to out-do Coftalio, 
Dare not deny't. a 
ACASTO. + 
How has Caffalio wrong'd her? . 
CHA MONT. T 
Aſk that of him: I ſay, my Siſter's wrong'd : A 
Monimia, my Siſter, born as high 1 
And noble as Caftalio———Do her Juſtice, 1 
Or by the Gods, I'll lay a Scene of Blood, T 


Shall make this Dwellin g horrible to Nature, bon 


Ou, 


rd 
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P11 do't ; hark you, my Lord, your Son Cafalto, 
Take him to your Cloſet, ' and there teach him Manners, 

ACAST o. 

You ſhall have Juſtice. 
CHAMON 2. 
Nay—1 will have Juſtice. 

Who'll ſleep in Safety that has done me Wn ? 
My Lord, I' not diſturb you to repeat 
The Cauſe of this; I beg you (to preſerve 
Your Houle D Honour) aſk it of Caſtalio. 

4 C 4 8 7 O. 


I Will. 
CYHAMONT.. 
Till then fare we!!! 1e 
L its 1 21.36 
1 Farewel, proud * 
e . a 2. * 


Moni mi as 


(ZI IT + 1 th 8 14 
975 Rn oY ter. 
gf „ ee gh, 15 
| Tam, my Lord, M you'll vouchilafe to own me. 
ACAST O. 
When you'll complain to r me, I'll prove KEN [Exit 
MOI. : 
Now I'm undone for ever : Wld on Earth 
I; there ſo wretched as Monimin'? © 
Firſt by Caſtalio cruelly forſaken 
I've loſt Acaſto now: His parting Frowns off 
May well inſtru me, Rage is in his Heart; x 
I ſhall be next abandon'd to my Fortune, 
Thruſt out a naked Wand'rer to the World, 
And branded for the miſchievous Momma ; 1 
What will become of me? My cruel Brother 
Is framing Miſchiefs too, for ought I know, 
That "Pp produce Bloodſhed, and horrid Murder : - 
D 4 | I would 
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I would not be the Cauſe of one Man's Death, 

To reign the Empreſs of the Earth; nay, more, 
Pd rather loſe for ever my Cafaties 
My dear unkind Caftalie. 


i Euter Pol vor. 


POLYDORE. 
| Monimua weeping ! 
So Morning Dews on new-blown Roſes lodge, 
By the Sun's amorous Heat to be exhal'd. 
] come my Love, to kiſs all Sorrow from thee. 
What mean theſe Sighs ? And why thus beats thy Heart? 


| .MONIMIZ. 
Let me alone to Sorrow: *Tis a Cauſe | 
None ere ſhall know ; but it ſhall with me die. 


| POLYDORE. 

" Woo Monimia, he, to whom theſe Sighs, 
Theſe Tears, and all theſe Languiſhings are paid! 
J am no Stranger to your deareſt Secret; 

I know your Heart was never meant for me. 
That Jewels for an elder Brother's Price. 


MONIMI4.. as! 


My Lord ! 
POLYDORE. 
Ws wonder not ; laſt Night I heard 
His Oaths, your Vows, and to my Torment ſaw - 
Your wild Embraces : Heard the A ppointment made: : 
IT did, Monimia, and I curſt the Sound. 
Wilt thou be ſworn, my Love? will thou be ne'er 
Unkind again? 
MONIMTIN. 
Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs Hopes ! 

Have you ſworn Conſtancy to my Undoing ? 
Will you be ne'er my Friend again? 


POLYDORE. 
What means my Love ? 


MON hb 


t 
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MONIMTIA.'” 
Away; what meant BY BONE; | 
Laſt Night? 
POLYDORSE. 
Is that a Queſtion now to be demanded ?- . — 
I hope Monimia was not much diſpleas d. _ — 71 
MONIMTIA. | 


Was it well done to treat me like a Profitutes 3's 
T'aſſault my Lodging at the dead of Night, * 
And threaten me if I deny'd Admittance 
You ſaid you were Caftalion—— _ 
7 OLTDORE. 
By thoſe Kress 
It was the ſame; I ſpent my Time much bona 2 
I tell thee, ill-natur'd fair One, I was poſted _. 
To more Advantage on a pleaſant Hill | 
Of ſpringing Joy, and everlaſting Sweetneſs. 
MONINM IA. g 
Hah — have a Care—— - | 
POLYDORE.:: :- 
© Whereis the Danger near me r 
MONIMIY. 
I fear you're on a-Rock will wreck your Quiet, 
And drown. your Soul in Wretchedneſs for ever; 
A thouſand horrid Thoughts crowd on my Memory. 
Will you be kind and anſwer me one Queſtion? | 


POLY DORE. 

I'd truſt thee with my Life on thoſe ſoft dreads S 
Breathe out the choiceſt Secrets of my. Heart; 

Till T had nothing in it left but Love. 
MONIMIA. 

Nay, I'll conjure you by the Gods, and Angels, 
By the Honour of your Name, that's moſt concern'd,, 
To tell me, . Polydore, and tell me truly, 

Where did you reſt laſt Night ? 
Within thy Arms: 
' 5 I tris 


<4 
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I triumph'd : Reſt had been my Foe. 


MONIMIA. 
"Tis done [She faintr, 
| POLYDORE. Ga 
She faints ! No Help! who waits? a Curſe 
Upon my Vanity, that could not keep 
'The Secret of my Happineſs in Silence. 
Confuſton ! we ſhall be ſurpris'd anon, M 
And conſequently all muſt be betray'd, 
Monimia ! fhe breathes — Monimia—— 
MONIMIA. * 
Well | 
Let Miſchiefs multiply! Let every Hour | 
Of my Toath'd Life yield me Increaſe of Horror! 
Oh let the Sun to theſe unhappy Eyes | 
Ne'er ſhine again, but be eclips'd for ever! 
May every thing I look on ſeem a Prodigy, | 
To fill my Soul with Terrors, till I quite 
Forget I ever had Humanity, 
And grow a Curſer of the Works of Nature ! Ha 
POT TD OR E. 
What means all this? ; 
| _ MONIMI4. To 
/ Oh, Pelydore, if all W. 
The Friendſhip eꝰer you vow'd to good Caftalio An 
Be not a Falſhood, if you ever lov'd 
Your Brother, you've undone yourſelf and me. 
| POLYDORE. Of 
Which Way can Ruin reach the Man that's rich, W. 
As I am, in Poſſeſſion of thy Sweetneſs ? An 
 _MONIMIA. Oh 
| Oh, I'm his Wife. | 
|  _POLYDORE. | 
| What fays Meuimia] hah! Let 
| Speak that again. | tas N | Vo 
| I am Caftahio's Wife. — 
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, POLYDORSE. p 
His marry'd, wedded Wife? 
 "MONIM14. 
ee 
Saw it ſas: | 5 
5 POLTDORE. 2 
| And then have 1 ber 5 
My Brother's Wife? | 
MO VII. 
As ſurely as we both 
Muſt taſte of Miſery, that Guilt is thine. 
POL YDORE. | 
Muſt we be miferable then ? - 
MONIMIA. 
Oh ! 
POLYDORE. 1 
Oh! thou may ſt yet be happy ? rl 
MONIMIA. 1 
Couldſt ds. 
Happy with ſuch a Weight upon thy Soul ? 


| POLYDORE. 

It may be yet a Secret: I'll go try 

To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee, 

Whilſt from the World I take myſelf away, 

And waſte my Life in Penance for my Sin. 
MONIMIJN. 

Then thou wouldſt more undo me: Heap a Load 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head : 


Wouldit thou again have me betray thy Brother, - 
And bring Pollution to his Arms? curſt gt A 1 


U payiin7+c% hs » 
POLYDORE,. FA 
Rey IK = 5 42 55 
Let us abs, nnd from this very Moment 
Vow an eternal Miſery together. 


| MONI MIA. 
And wilt thou be a very 7 Wretch ? 


Never 
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Never grow fond of chearful Peace again ? 
Wilt thou with me ſtudy to be unhappy, 

And find out Ways how to increaſe Affliction? 


POLYDORE. | 
We'll inſtitute new Arts unknown before, 
To vary Plagues, and make em look like new ones. 
Firſt, if the Fruit of our deteſted Joy, 
A Child be born, it ſhall be murder\d——— 


No, 18 
* Sure that may live. 
oro 7 
Why ? 
MONIMI1 4. 
Jo become a thing 


More wretched than i its Parents, to be branded 
With all our Infamy, and curſe its Birth. 


POLYDORE. 

That's well contriv'd ; then thus let's go together, 
Full of our Guilt, diſtracted where to roam, ; 
Like the firſt wretched Pair expell'd their Paradiſe, 
Let's find ſome Place where Adders neſt in Winter, 
Loathſome and venomous : where Poiſons hang 
Like Gums againſt the/Walls ; where Witches meet 
By Night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, 
Fat with the Blood of Babes: There we'll inhabit, 
And live up to the Height of Deſperation z 
Defire ſhall languiſh like a withering Flower, 

And no.Diſtinion of the Sex be thought of. 

Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe pleaſing Harms, 
And Pll no more be caught with Beauty's Charms, 
But when I'm dying take me in thy Arms, [Exe 
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ACT-V. SCENE I. 
CASTAL IO Hing en the Ground, © © 
s O N G. 
BN 
OM E, all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts c er bled 
By cruel Beauty's Pride, | 
Bring each a Garland on his Head, 
Let none his Sorrows hide, : + © 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeft Tales of Love; 
And ſee, when your Complaints ye join, 
Fall your Wrongs can equal mine. 


IT. 
The happieft Mortal once was J. 
My Heart no Sorrows knew, 
Pity * Pain with which I die, 
But aſe not whence it grew 
Vet if a tempting Fgir you fnd 
That's very lovely, very kind, 
The' bright as Heav'n, whoſe Stamp be bears, . 
Think of my * and ſhun her Snares. 


C4 8 741 T0. 

See where the Deer trot after one another, 
Male, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, Son, 
Brother and Siſter mingled all together; , 
No Diſcontent they know, but in delightful 
Wildneſs and Freedom, pleaſant Springs, freſh Herbage, 
Calm Harbours, luſty Health and Innocence, 
Enjoy their Portion ; if they ſee a Man, 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the Monſter = 

Oneg - 
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Once in a Seaſon too they taſte of Love: 
Only the Beaſt of Reaſon is its Slave, 
And in that Folly drudges all the Year. r. 


Enter Ae as vo. 
40 ro. 
Caſtalis ! Caſtalio GD) * 
CA $ 7 421. 
Who's there ſo wretched but to name Caſtalio? 
| AC ASTO. 
I hope-my Meſſage may ſucceed, 
CASTALIFO. 
| My Father, 
*'Fis Joy to ſee you, though where Sorrow's nouriſh'd; | 
ACASTO, 
I'm come, in Beauty's Cauſe ; you'll gueſs the WR. 
_CASTALIO. | 
A Woman! if you love my Peace of Mind, 
Name not a Woman to me; but to think 


Of Woman were enough to taint my Brains, 
Till they ſerment to Madneſs! Oh! my Father, 


ACASTO. 
What ails my Boy? 


CASTALIO. 
A Woman is the thing 


1 would forget, and blot from my Remembrance. 


ACASTO. 
Forget Monimia /! 
CASTALIO. 


She to chuſe : Monimia ! © 


The very Sound's ungrateful to my Senſe, 


ACASTO. 
This might ſeem ſtrange ; but you I've found will hide 


Your Heart from me ; you dare not truſt your Father. 


CA4STALTO. 


No more Moni mia. !: 44 e 


Me 


de 
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A1, 
Is ſhe not your Wife? 
CASTALIO. 

So much the worſe : who loves to hear of Wife +: 
When you would give all worldly Plagues a Name 
Worſe than they have already, call em Wife: 

But a. new - married Wife's a ſeeming Miſchief, 
Full of herſelf: Why, what a deal of Horror 
Has that poor Wretch to come, that wedded 3 


ACASTO, 
Caſtalio, you muſt go along with me, 


And ſee Monimia. | 
|  _CASTALIO, | 
Sure, my Lord but mocks me: 
Go ſee Monimia ! Pray, my Lord, excuſe me; 
And leave the Conduct of this Part of Life 


To my own Choice. | 
ACASTO.' 


I ſay, no more Diſpute. b 
Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong'd her, 


CASTALIO., 
Who has complain'd? 
ACASTO. 
Her Brother to my Face proclaim'd her wrong'd; 
And in ſuch Terms they've warm'd me. 
CASTALTIO. | [that? 
What Terms? her Brother! Heav'n! Where learnt ſhe 
What, does ſhe ſend her Hero with Defiance? 
He durſt not ſure affront you 
| 8 
No, not much. 


CASTALTO. 
Speak, what ſaid he? 
n ACASTO. | Te 8 
That thou wert a Villain: : 
Mcthinks I nous « not have thee thought a Villain. 
CAS. 
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CASTALIO. 


Shame on th ill manner d Brute; your Age ſecur'dhim, 


He durſt not elſe have ſaid fo, 
ACASTO: 
| By my Sword, 
I would not ſee thee wrong'd, and bear it vilely : 
Though I have paſt my Word ſhe ſhall have Juſtice, 
| CASTALIO. 
Juſtice! to give her Juſtice wou'd undo her: 
Think you this Solitude I now had choſen, 
Left Joys juſt opening to my Senſe, ſought here 
A Place to curſe my Fate in, meaſur'd out 
My Grave at length, wiſh'd to have grown one Piece 
With this cold Clay, and all without a Cauſe ? 


Enter CHAMONT. 


CHAMONT. 
Where 1s the Hero famous and renown'd 
For wronging Innocence, and breaking Vows.;. . 
Whoſe mighty Spirit, and whoſe ſtubborn Heart, 
No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke ? 
A4ACASTO. 
I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeek Caftalo. . 
CHAMONT. 
I come to ſeek the Huſband of Monimia. 
CASTALIQ. 
The Slave ! is here, 
CHAMONT.. 


I thought ere now to have found you: 


Atoning for the IHs you've done Chamont : 

For you have wrong'd the deareſt Part of him. 

. Monimia, young Lord, weeps in thts Heart; 

And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn 

Fr rom her poor Eyes are Drops of Blood from hence. 


CASTALIO, 
Chana Chamont 2 | 


CAA. 
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ves, — dope wo Stranger 7 


To great Ca alin, $0 P 
5 / CASTAL1O. 


* I've heard of ſuch a Man 
That has been very buſy with my Honour : 
I own I'm much indebted. to you, Sir, 
And here return the Villain back again 
You ſent me by my Father, 
CHAMONT. | 
Thus PII thank you. [Draws. 
ACASTO. 
By this good Sword, who firſt preſumes to Violence 
11 80 I raab. and interpoſer. 
Makes me his Foe—Youri were it once was thought 
1 c lit &f 05099 le Caſtalio. 
I was fit Guardian of my Houſe's Hoaodr, | 
And you might truſt. your Share with me For you, 
I ˖ Cham. 
Young Soldier, I myft tell you, you have wrong'd me: 
I promis'd you to do Monimia Right; 
And thonght my Word a Pledge, I would not forfeit : 
But you, I find, would fright us to Performance. 
C48 74110. 

Sir, in my younger Vears with Care you taught me. 
That brave Revenge was due to injur'd Honour 
Oppoſe not then the Juſtice of my Sword, 

Leſt you ſhould make me jealous of your Love. 
- CHAMONT. 

Into thy Father's Arms thou fly'it for Safety, 

Becauſe thou know'ft the Place is ſanctify d, 
With the Remembrance of an ancient Friendſhip. | 
CASTALTO. 
I am a Villain if I will not ſeek thee, 
"Till I may be reveng'd for all the Wrongs 
Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ſt for, 
| CHAMONT. 
She wrong'd thee! by the Fury in my Heart, 


Thy 
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Thy Father's Honoug's not above Monimia's ; 
Nor was thy Mother's Truth and Virtue fairer. 
ra, 
Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the Dead 
With thy capricious Follies ; The Remembrance 
Of the lov*d Creature, that once fubd theſe Arms 
CHAMO N T. TH 1s 
Has not been wrong'd. | 


CASTALI 0: 
It ſhall not. 
CHAMO NT. 
Moni mia, though a helpleſs Orphan, — 
Of Friends and Fortune, though th unhappy Salter! |, 
Of poor Chamont, whoſe Sword 1s all his Portion, 
Be opprel by thee, thou proud imperious Traitor. fl 


At. 


* CASFTALIO. 
Hah! let me e fre 
anne wibiee fen 
Come both. N {211014 L] 
" Enter'Su 41 25 od gen od = 
\SERINA. | 
2 Alas! alas I. 
The Cauſe of theſe Diſorders; my Chanon? | 1 * 
Who is't has wrong'd the??? 20 Sg 
CASTALITO. bs & 5 on 8 
Now where art thou fled 
For Shelter ? | 
| CHAMO NT. | 
Come from thine, and ſee what Safeguard 
Shall then betray my Fears. 
SERINA. | 
Cruel Caſtalio, 


Sheath up thy angry Sword, and don't affrighùt me: 
Chamont, let once Serina calm thy Breaſt ; 
If any of my Friends have done thee Injuries; 5 46 


PII 
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I'll be reveng'd, and love thee better fort. 
 —" , CASTALFO.' 

Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This Opportunity to ſhew your Vanity, 
Let's meet ſome other Time, when by ourſelves 
We fairly may diſpute our Wrongs together. 

CHAMONT. 
Till then, I am Caftalio's Friend. 
CASTALFO. 
Serina, 
Farewel, I wiſh much Happineſs attend you, 
- SE RIN A. | 

Chament's the deareſt thing I have on Earth; 

Give me Chamiont, and let the World forſake me. 
| CHAMONT. © 

Witneſs the Gods, how happy I'm in thee ! 
No beauteous Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring, 
Though the fair Child of Nature newly born, 
Can be ſo lovely. Angry, unkind Caſtalio, 
Suppoſe I ſhould awhile tay by my Paſſions, 
And be a Beggar in Monimia's Cauſe, © © 


Might I be heard? 
CASTALIO. 


Sir, *twas my laſt Requeſt, 
You wou'd (though you I find will not) be ſatisfy'd : 
So in a Word, Monimia 1s my Scorn ; 
She baſely ſent you here to try my Fears; 3 
That was your Buſineſs. 
No artful Proſtitute, in F alſhoods practis d. 
To make Advantage of her Coxcomb's Follies, 
ward Could have done more——Diſquiet vex her for't. 


. I; 


C H AMONT. 
Farewel. [Ex. Cham. and Ser. 
CASTALTO. 
Farewel—My Father, you ſeem troubled. 
ACASTO. i 


Would Tad been abſent when this boiſrous Brave 
Came 
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Came to diſturb thee thus: I'm griev'd IJ hinder'd 
Thy juſt Reſentment But Monimia—— 


CASTALIO. 
ACASTO. 


Damn her. 


| Don't curſe her. 4: 
1 CASTALIQ. 
4 Did 1? | 
ACASTO.. 
| | { 
CASTALTIO. 
Lm ſorry for't. 
| ACID. 
Methinles, as if I gueſs the Fault's but ſmall, 
It might be 1 
C4874 L 10. 
No. 
ACASTO. 
What has ſhe done? 


CASTALIO. 
That ſhe's my Wife, may Heav'n and you forgive me. 
LC A8TO. 
Be reconcil'd then. 
CASTAL 10. 
No. 
ACASTO. 
Go ſee her. 
CASTALIO. 
No. . 
|  ACASTO. 
I'11 fend and bring her hither. 
CASTALIO. 
No. 
Ac A 


| For my fake, 
Caftalio, and the Quiet of my Age. 


CA 


Wh 


Wh 
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CASTALIO. *' 
Why will you wh a Thing my Nature ſtarts at ? 
ACASTO. 
Pr'ythee forgive hey. PEAS 
CASTALTO. 
Lightnings firſt ſhall blaſt me. 
| tell you, were ſhe proſtrate at my Feet, 
Full of her Sex's beſt diſſembled Sorrows, 
And all that wond”rous Beauty of her own, 
My Heart might break, but it ſhould never ſoften, 


Enter FLoOnELLa 


FLO RELL A. 
My Lord, where are you? Oh Cafalio! 
404 -O. 
Hark. 


CASTALIO. 


What's that ? | 
* FLORELLA. 
Oh ſhew me quickly, where's Ca/alio/ 
CASTALIO, 
Why, what's the Buſineſs ? 


FLORELLA. 
Oh the poor Monimia ! 


 CA48STALIO. 
4CASTO. 
What's the Matter? 
FLORE LILA. 
Hurry'd by Deſpair, 
She flies with Fury over all the Houſe, 
Through every Room of each Apartment, crying, 
Where's my Caftalio ? give me my Caftalis. 
Except ſhe ſees you, ſure ſhe'll grow diſtracted. 
CAISTALTO. 


Hah! will ſhe? does ſhe name Cafalio? 
And with ſuch Tenderneſs ? Conduct me quickly 


Hah ! 


To 
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To the poor lovely Mourner. Oh my F ather! her 
ACA8STO. 7 
Then wilt thou gor Bleſſings attend ny Purpoſe, 
CAST ALIO. 19! 1 
I cannot hear Moni ma's Soul's in Sadneſs, 
And be a Man; my Heart will not forget her. 
But do not tell the World you faw this of me. Ha 
ACASTO, | nd 
Delay not then, but haſte and chear thy Lock hy 
CASTALIO. | [24 
Oh I will throw m'impatient Arms about her, Oh 
In her ſoft Boſom ſigh my Soul to Peace. In dar 
Till through the panting Breaſt ſhe finds the Way | We m 
To mould my Heart and make it what ſhe will. 
Monimia Oh! | [eEx. Acaſt. Caft, Is't 
| | A Fau 
Enter Wo x IMT A. por! 
MONIMIA Whic 
Stand off, and give me Room, What 
T will not reſt *till J have found Caſtalio And ſ 
My Wiſhes Lord, comety as riſing Day, | Il kn 
Amidſt ten thouſand eminently known. Yet pi 
Flowers ſpring up where'er he treads, his Eyes, But w 
Fountains of Brightneſs, cheering all about him! Mica : 
When will they ſhine on me?——Oh ftay my Soul! 
I cannot die in Peace 'ull I have ſeen him. If 1 
CasTAL 10 Re-enters. . 
CASTALIO. And e 
Who talks of dying with a Voice ſo ſweet, 
That Life's in love with it? Th. 
NMONIMIA. 
Hark ! 'tis he that anſwers; | 
So in a Camp, though at the dead of Night, Juſt a 
If but the Trumpet's chearful Noiſe is heard, | 
All at the Signal leap from downy Reſt, No 


And every Heart awakes, as mine does now. 


Wherd 


herd 
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here art thou? 


CAST4L10. bln 220; 
Here, my Loe. 
UNI I 
No nearet, :left I'vatiith.” 
CAN FIL. 


Have I been in a Dream them all this while! 
And art thou but the Shadow of Monimia / 
hy doſt thou fly me thus? „ 
NO NTT. i 
Oh! were it pofflble that we could Aan 


In dark Oblivion but à few paſt Hours, 


We might be berke 65 633 nav 1 


CASTALIO. 

Is't then ſo we, Monimia, to forgi Ive 
A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee? | 
For I muſt Tove thee, though it prove my 2 
Which Way ſhall I court thee? _ Wes. 
What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave, 3 
And ſatisfy the lovely Pride. that's in thee. 

I'll kneel to thee, and weep a Flood before thee. 

Yet pr'ythee, Tyrant, break not quite my Heart; 

But when my Taſk of Penitence is done, 

Heal it again, and comfort me with Love, 

" MONTMIA....i..:.- 

If I am dumb, caſtabo, and want Words, 

To pay thee back this mi ghty Tenderneſs ; 

It is becauſe I look on e with Horror, 

And cannot ſee the Man I fo have wrong' d. 


C 4s87T41LI1o. 
Thou haſt not wrong d me. 
 MONI1I M 1 A. | 
* Ah! alas, thou talkelt 
juſt as thy poor Heart thinks; have not I wrong'd thee ! 
CASTALI 0. | 


NO. 


Why didſt thou (pr'ytlice ſmile and tell me why) 
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MO YIM. 
Still thou wander'ſt in the Dark, Caftalio 
But wilt ere long ſtumble on horrid Danger. 
CASTALFO.. | 
Wat means my Love! 
| MONIMTIA.- 4 
| | Couldſt thou but forgive me! 


fh 


What? 
MONIMIA.. 
For. my Fault laſt Night; alas, thou canſt not. 
CASTALIO,) 7 


MO NIMI A. | 
Thus crawling on the Earth. ry 


Would I that Pardon meet; the only thing 
Can make me view the Face of Heay'n with Hope, 
| CASTALI 9. 
Then let's draw near. 
MONIMI4.. 
A h ͤ me! . 
CASTALIO. 
So in the F ields; | 

When the 33 has been out for Prey, 
The ſcatter'd Lovers of the feather'd Kind. 
Seeking when Danger's paſt to meet a 
Make moan, and call, by ſach Degrees approach; 
„Till joining thus they bill, and ſptead their Wings, 
Murmuring Love, and Joy, their Fears are over. 


MONIMIA. 
Yet have a Care, be not too fond of Peace, 
Leſt in Purſuance of the goodly Quarry, ' 
Thou meet a Diſappointment that diſtracts thee. 
 CASTALTO. | 8 
My better Angel, then do thou inform me, 
What Danger threatens me, and where it lies: 


1 can, and do. 


Whet 


e! 


When 
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When I ſtood waiting underneath the Window, 

Quaking with fierce and violent Defires ; 

The dropping Dews fell cold upon my Head, 

Darkneſs enclos'd, and the Winds whiſtled round me; 

Which with my mournful Sighs made ſuch ſad Muſic 

As might have mov'd the hardeſt Heart; why wert thou 

Deaf to my Cries, and ſenſeleſs of my Pains ? 
MONIMIA.- 

Did I not beg thee to forbear Inquiry ? | 
Read'ſt thou not ſomething in my Face, that fpeaks ' 
Wonderful Change, and. Horror from within me ? 

CASTALTO., | 

Then there is ſomething yet which I've not known $ 
What doſt thou mean by Horror, and Forbearance 
Of more Inquiry? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me: 

And don't betray me to a ſecond Madneſs. 
MONIM IA. 
Muft I ? ' 
CASTALTIO. 
If labouring in the Pangs of Death. 
Thou wouldſt do any thing to give me Eaſe; 
Unfold this Riddle ere my Thoughts grow wild, 
And let in Fears of ugly Form upon me. 
MONIMIA. 

My Heart won't let me ſpeak it; but remember, 
Monimia, poor Monimia tells you this, | | 
We ne'er muſt meet again— 

CASTALIO. | 
What means my Defliny ! 
Fer all my good or evil Fate dwells in thee : 
Ne'er meet again! | 


MONIMI 4 
enn 
„ 
Where's the Pow'r ; 
On Earth, that dares not look like thee, and ſay fo ? 
Thou art my Heart's Inheritance, I ſerv'd 
Vo I. III, E A 
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A long and painful Slavery for thee : 
And who ſhall rob me of the dear bought Bleſing 7 


MONIM1 4. | | 7 
Time will clear all, but now let this content you: Wh: 
Heav'n has decreed, and therefore I've reſolv'd, We 
(With Torment I muſt tell it thee, Caſfalio) Beca 
Ever to be a Stranger to thy Love; 
In ſome far diſtant Country waſte my Life, W 
And from this Day to ſee thy Face no more. 
CASTALTO. 


Where am I? ſureT wander midſt Inchantment, 
And never more ſhall find the Way to Reſt; 
But, oh Monimin, art thou indeed reſolv'd, 

To puniſh me with everlaſling Abſence ? 08 M. 
Why turn'ſt thou from me? I'm alone already; 

Methinks I ſtand upon a naked Beach, 

Sighing to Winds, andto the Seas complaining, 

Whilſt afar off the Veſſel ſails away, Of 
Where all the Treafure of my Soul's enibark'd; 
Wilt thou not turn—Oh could thoſe Eyes but ſpeak 
I ſhould know all, for Love is pregnant in 'em; 
They ſwell, they preſs their Beams upon me-ſtill:; 
Wilt thou not ſpeak ? if we muſt part for ever, 
Give me but one kind Word to think upon, 

And pleaſe myſelf withal whilſt my Heart's breaking. 


Methii 


MONIMIA. | 
Ah poor Caftalio! [Exit Monimia.W Inde 
CASTALIO. 
Pity, by the Gods, | Do! 
She pities me; then thou wilt go eternally? 
What means all this? why all this ſtir to plague 
A ſingle Wretch.? If but your Word can ſhake 
This World to Atoms, why ſo much ado | 
With me ? think ane but dead, and lay me ſo. m ſtra 
iP Why 
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Enter Po LY DOA E. 
POLYDORE. 

To live, and live a Torment to myſelf, 

What Dog would bear't, that knew but his Condition? 

We have little Knowledge, and that makes us Cowards, 

Becauſe it cannot tell us, what's to come. 


CASTALIO. 


POLYDORE, 
Why, what art thou ? 
CASTALI®9. 
My Brother Poly va. ? 
POLYDORE. 
My Name is Polydore. 


CASTALIO. © 
Canſt thou inform me 


OLT DORE. 


Who's there ? 


Of what 
CASTALIO. 
Of my Monimia ? 
POLYDORE,. 
| No. Good- day. 
CASTALITO. 
| In haſte ? 
Methinks my Polydore appears in Sadneſs. 
POLYDORE. 
nimiail Indeed, and ſo to me does my Caftalio. 
CASTALIO. 


ng. 


Dol? | 
| POLYDORE. 
Thou doſt. | | 
CASTALTO. | 
Alas, I've wond'rous Reaſon 
m ſtrangely alter'd, Brother, ſince I ſaw thee, 
| POLYDO RE. 

Why ? | 

Em E 2 C48 T A: 


The Oa r HAN. 
CASTALIO. zy! 
Oh, to tell thee would bat put thy Hear (For 
To Pain; let me embrace thee but a little, 
And weep upon thy Neck; I would repoſe 
Within thy friendly Boſom all my Follies, | 
For thou wilt pardon *em, becauſe they're mine. 
POLYDORE. D 
Be not too credulous, conſider firſt, 
Friends may be falſe. - Is there no Friendſhip falſe ? Top 
048741 TO. =_ Ma 


400 


Forę 


Why doſt thou aſk me that? does this appear E in 
Like a falſe Friendſhip, when with open Arms Whil 
And ſtreaming Eyes, I run upon thy Breaſt ? And 

Oh 'tis in thee alone I muſt have Comfort. 
POLYDORE. | | He 
I fear, Caſtalio, IJ have none to give thee. 
» CASTALIO. 
-Doſt thou not hove me then ? | And! 
NH VE Till 
Oh, more than Life: 
I never had a Thought of my Caftalio - Ah 
Might wrong the Friendſhip we had vow'd together. 
Haſt thou dealt ſo by me ? No 
CASTAL 10. LE 
I hope I have. 1 Al 
POLYDORE. What 
Then tell me why this Mourning, this Diſorder ? 
"CAS8TALIO. _— 

Oh, Polydore, I know not how to tell thee ; 

Shame riſes in my Face, and 1 interrupts Fird 
The Story of my Tongue. | f conc 
POLYDORE. = Hold 

I prieve, my Friend This, 


Knows any wing which he's aſham'd to tell me ; 
Or didſt thou e' er conceal thy Thoughts from Polydere ; 


CASTALTO. Pre lo 
Oh, much too oft; but let me here conjure thee, 


Tbe ORPHAN; FOR 


By all the kind Affection of -a Brother, 
(For I'm aſham'd to call myſelf thy Friend) 


Forgive me. Sinn 
POLYDORE. 
Well, go on. | | 
CASTAL FO: „so de un 


Our Deſtiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy Love 
Thou, like 4 Friend, a conſtant generous Friend, 
In its firſt Pangs didſt truſt me with thy Paſſion, 
Whilſt I till ſmooth'd my Pain with Smiles before thee, 
And made a Contract I ne'er meant to keep. | 
POLYDORE. 
Ho] = \ my 
CASTALTO. 7 
Still Wew ways I ſtudy'd to abuſe thee - 


And. kept thee as a Stranger to my Paſſion, 
'Till Yeſterday I wedded with Monimia. 


POLYDORE. 
Ah, 9 Caſtalio, was that well done? 
CASTALIO. 
No, to conceal it from thee, was a Fault. 
| POLYDORE. | 
A Fault! when thou haſt heard the Tale PII tell, 
What wilt thou call it then ? 


CASTALIO. 
How my Heart throbs] 


 POLYDORE. 
Firſt, for thy Friendſhip, Traitor, 
] cancel't thus; after this Day I'll ne'er 
Hold Truſt, or Converfe, with the falſe Cafalio / 
This, witneſs Heav'n. 
CASTALIO. 


What will my Fate do with me 
Pre los; all Happineſs, and kuow not why: 


What means this, Brother ? 
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POLYDORE: | 
Perjar'd, treacherous Wretch, 


Farewel. 

CASTALIO. A 
Pl be thy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe me * 
Juſt as thou wilt, do but forgive me. 
POLYDORE. FY 
a8 It 

CASTALIO: 

O! think a little what thy Heart is doing; 

How from our Infancy we Hand in Hand That 
Have trod the Path of Life, in Love together; Wwua 
One Bed has held us, and the ſame Deſires, | My 1 


The ſame Averſions ſtill employ'd our Thoughts: 

Whene'er had I a Friend, that was not Polydore's ; 

Or Peolydore-a Foe, that was not mine? ; Thor 
Ev'n in the Womb we embrac'd, and wilt-thou now, That 
For the firſt Fault. abandon and forſake me, 


Leave ms amid Ai ene to my | Do 


Plung'd in the Gulph of Grief, and none to help ma? Ther 

POLYDORE. A ba 

Go to Monimia, in her Arms thou'lt find- 
Repoſe ; ſhe has the Art of healing, Sorrows. 


. CASTALIO. From 
What Arts ? Fc; | 3 
TX | at 

POLYDORE. Plac'c 


Blind Wretch, thou Huſband ! there's a Queſtion; 
Go to her fulſome Bed, and wallow there, 


Till ſome hot Ruffian, full of Luſt and Wine, Th 
Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee what's thy Bargain, 
CASTALTITO. 
Hold there, I charge thee. 
POLYDORE. vet 


| Is ſhe not a 
CASTALIO. 


Whore ? 
POLT 


\ 
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POLYDORE. 
Ay, Whore; I think that Word needs no-explainingy. 
CASTALIO.: 
Alas, I can forgive eyn this to thee; 
But let me tell thee, Polydoxe, Em griev 4 
To find thee, guilty of ſuch low Revenge, 
To wrong that Virtue which thou couldſt not ruin... 
POLYDORE. 
It ſeems I lye then. 
CASTALIO. 
Should the braveſt Man 
That &'er wore conquering Sword, but dare to whiſper 
What thou proclaim'ſt, he were the worſt of Liars: 
My Friend may be miſtaken, 
 POLYDORE. 
Damn the Evaſion; 
Thou mean'ſt the worſt, and he" 8a te dom Villain : 
That faid I ly'd. a 8 


8 C ASTA 27 O. f 
Do, draw thy Sword, and thruſt it thro' my Heart. 
There as. no Joy in Life, if thou art loſt: 
A baſe-born Villain! 
PO LrDORE. 
Yes, thou never cam'ſt 
From old. Acaſto's Loins ; the Mid wife put 
A Cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 
Of a true Brother, in the Cradle by me 
Plac'd ſome coarſe: Peaſant's Cub, and thou art he. 


C48S8TALTO: 
Thou art my Brother ſtill: Te 
gain, POLYDORE. 
Thou ly'ſt. 
CASTALLO. 
Nay, then : 2 [ He: dra Wo 


ion; 


Yet I am calm. 
POLYDORE. 
7 A Coward's always ſo. 
L !- E. 4. _CAHSTA- 
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PFOLY'DORE: 4 
Perjur d, treacherous Wretch, A) 
Farewel. | 
5 G ute. = 
Ill be thy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe me 3 
Juſt as thou wilt, do but forgive me. | BY 
POLYDORE. Ki 
; ] | Never: It! 
CASTALIO: 
O! think a little what thy Heart is doing; 
How from our Infancy we Hand in Hand That 
Have trod the Path of Life, in Love together; What 
One Bed has held us, and the ſame Deſires, ; My F 


The ſame Averſions ſtill employ'd our Thouglits: 

Whene'er had I a Friend, that was not Polydore's ; 

Or Polydore a Foe, that was not. mine? Thon 
Ev'n in the Womb we embrac'd, and wilt thou now. That 
For the firſt Fault. abandon and forſake me, 


Leave me amidſt Afflictians to myſelf, . 
Plung'd in the Gulph of Grief, and none to help ma? There 
POLYDORE. A haſ 


Go to Monimia, in her Arms.thoy'lt find- 
Repoſe ; ſhe has the Art of healing, Sorrows. 


pl CASTAL LO. rom 
What Arts ? "IS? / 2 

* A t1 

Wr Plac'd 


Blind: Wretch, thou Huſband ! there's a Queſtion; 
Go to her fulſome Bed, and wallow there, 
Till ſome hot Ruffian, full of Luſt and Wine, 
Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee what's thy Bargain. 
CASTALTO. 
Hold there, I charge thee. 
POLYDORE,. 
Is ſhe not a 


C4STALIO. 


vet 


Whore? 
POLY 
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| POL Y DOR.F. 
Ay, Whore; I think that Word needs no-explainingy. 
CASTAL TIO. 
Alas, I can forgive ey'n this to thee :; 


But let me tell thee, Polydoxe,: Em griev — 
To find thee guilty of ſuch low e 
To wrong that Virtge which thou couldſt not ruin. 

POLYDO R 2 — 

It ſeems I lye then. 
CASTALIO. . 
Should the, braveſt Man 
That &er wore conquering Sword, but dare to whiſper 
What thou proclaim'ſt, he were the worſt of Liars: : 
My Friend may. be miſtaken, 
 POLYDORE. 
Damn the Evaſion ; 
Thou mean'ſt the worſt, and he's a baſe-borp Youls 
That ſaid I ly'd. " TT Dh 
Ls CASTALIO: 9% „ 0 
Do, draw thy Sword, and thruſt it thro? my Heart. 

There as. no Joy in Life; if thou ory agen | 
A baſe- born Villain! - a 

PO L.Y DO R. F. 

Ves, thou never cam'ſt 

From old. Acaſto's Loins 3 the Midwife put 
A Cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 
Of a true Brother, in the Cradle by me 
Plac'd ſome coarſe: Peaſant's Cub, and thou art he. 


C ASTALIO. 
Thou art my Brother ſtill! © 


ain, POLYDO KiB. 
Thou ly'ſt. 
CASTALLO. 
then : He: ar | 
Im I am calm. Fs WL AT 


POLYDORE. 
| A Comward's always o. 
r . E. 4. _CASTA- 
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CASTAELIO. a 
Ah——ah——that ſtings home : Cownrd! 
POLYDORE. 
Ay, baſe-born Coward, Villain. 
CASTAL IO. 


This to thy Heart then, tho* my Mother bore thee. * 
[ Fight; ; Polydore drops his Sword, and runs on Caſtalio's 


POLYDORE. 

Now my Caftalic is again my Friend. 

CASTALIO. 

What have I done! my Sword is in thy Breaſt. 
POLYDORE. _ 

So I would have it be, thou beſt of Men, 

Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trueſt Friend. 

CASTALIO. 


Ye Gods, we're taught, that all your Works are Juſtice: 


You're painted merciful, and Friends to Innocence: 
If ſo, then why theſe Plagues upon my Head? 
FTTH POLYDORE. | 
Blame not the Heay? ns; here lies thy Fate, Caftalto 
They're not the Gods, tis Polydere has wrong'd thee;. . 
I've ftain'd thy Bed, thy ſpotleſs Marriage Joys 
Have been polluted by thy Brother's Luſt. 


CASTALIO. 
POLYDORE. 


By me; laſt Night the horrid Deed | 
Was done; when all things ſlept but Rage and Inceſt. 


CASTALIO. 
Now, where's Monimia? Oh! 


Bas Mon 1M 14. 
8 MONIMIA. 
I'm here,” who calls me ? 


+ 


By thee ! 


| Miethought J heard a Voice 
Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the Mountains, 
When all his little Flock's at feed before him. 155 
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nen here's Blood. | 
04574110. 


Ay, Brother's WHOS. 
Art thou prepar'd for everlaſting Pains ? + 


| POLYDORE, © e 
oO let me charge thee by ch' eternal gr 
Hurt not ker tender Life! | 
| CASTALTIO. & 
Not kill her? Rack me, 
Ye Powers above, with all your choiceſt Torments, 
Horror of Mind, and Pains yet unĩnvented, 
If I not practiſe Cruelty upon her, 
And treat Revenge ſome Way yet never known. 
 _ MONIMI 1M. 
That Taſk myſelf have finiſh'd, I ſhall die 
e: Before we part; Pve drank a healing Draught 
For all my Cares, and never more ſhall wrong dee. 
POLYD O R E. 
| Oh, ſhe is innocent. Ks 
. CASTALIO. © OTA 
| Tell me that Story, 
And thou wilt make a Wretch of me indeed. 


POLYDORE. 
Hadſt thou, Caffabo, us'd me like a Friend, 
This ne'er had happen'd; hadft thou let me know” 
Thy Marriage, we had all now met in Joy: 
hat ignorant of that, 
. Hearing the Appointment made, inrag'd to think 
bou hadſt out-done me in ſucceſsful Love, 
| in the Dark went and ſupply'd thy Place; 
Whilſt all the Night *midft our triumphant Joys, 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia,, 
Embrac'd, careſs'd, and calPd me her Caſtalio. 


r CHIN AENS ©» © 

ice And all this is the Work of my own Fortune: 
None but myſelf cou'd e'er have been ſo curſt. 
My fatal E. alas! has ruin'd thee, 

ut E 5. 
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Thou faireſt, goodl'eſt: Frame the Gods cet made, 
Or ever human Eyes, and Mearts ador'd ! | 
I've murder'd: too my Brother. 
Why wouldſt thou ſtudy Ways to damn me. further, 
And force the Sin of Barricide upon me ? 
| POLYDORE _ 
Twas my own Fault, and thou art innocent; 


Forgive the barbarous Treſpaſa of my. Tongue, 


"Twas a hard Violence I could. have dy'd 
With Love of thes, ey'n, when I us/d thee worſt; 
Nay, at each Word that my Diſtraction utter'd, 


My Heart recoil'd, end wg. half Death, to ſpeak ? em. 


NaN 

Now, my Caſtalio, the maſt dear of Men, 
Wilt thou receive Pollution, to thy Boſam, 
And cloſe the Eyes of one that has betray'd thee ? 

CASTALIO. 

Oh Pm th? unhappy. Wreteh, whoſe curſed Fate 
Has weigh'd thee down into Deſtruction with him; 
Why then thus kind to me?. 


MONIT NIA. 


When I'm laid. low in the Grave, and quite forgatten, 


May'ſt thou be happy in a fairer Bride; 

But none can ever love thee like Monimia, 

When I am dead, as preſently I ſhall be, 

(For the grim Tyrant graſps my Heart already) 
Speak well of me: and if thou find 11! Tongues. 2 
Too buſy with my Fame, don't hear me wrpng'd; 
"Twill be a noble Juſtice to the Memory 

Of a poor Wretch once honour'd with thy Love. 


How my Head ſwims ! *Tis very dark. Good-night, [ Die, 


f CASTALIQ. 
If I ſurvive thee! what a Thought was that! 


- Thank Heav'n, I go prepar'd againſt that Curſe. 
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Euter CH MONT, diſurntd, and ſtiz'd, T ob 
and. Servants. 


x HAM ON oa we 

Gape Hell, and ſwallow me to-quick Wp, 255 
If I forgive your Honſe, if I not lire 
An everlaſting Plague N thee, Araſto, 
And all thy Race. V have er d me now, 
But hear me, Heav'n !—Ah ! here's the Scene of Death, 
My Siſter, my Monimia Breathleſs! now, 
Ye Pow'rs above, if ye have Juſtice, ſtrike, 
Strike Bolts thro' me, ** thro? the curſt Caſfulio. 


AGCA4STO, 
My Polydore, 
\  POLYDORE. 
Who calls? | ; 
| P it” 7 \ 4 OO 
lo cam'ſt thou wounded Ty 
 CASTAL1O.. 


Stand off thou hot-brain'd boiſterous an Rufffan, 
And leave me to my Sorrows. - 
CHAMONT. © 
ve By the Love 
I bore her living, L will ne'er forſake her, 
But here remain till my Heart burſt with ſobbing. 


4 


e 


CASTAL FO. | 
Vaniſh 1 charge thee, or [Draws a Dagger. 
CHAMONT. 
Thon canft not kill me, 
That would be Kindneſs, and againſt thy Nature. * 
ACA4A8STO. * 
What means Caſfalio? Sure thou wilt not pull 
More Sorrows on thy aged Father's Head. 
Tell me, I beg you 8 ſad * . 1 
Of all this Ruin. $31 we ] cnt 
POLYBORE.. 4 4488 *" 
That muſt be my Taſk; 35 | 


E 6 
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But ' tis too long for one in Pain to tell 
You'll in my Cloſet ſind the Story written 
Of all our Woes. Cafalio's. innocent, 


And ſo's Monimia, only, * to lame: 
Inquire no farther. 


8 48 7 4 L 40. 

Thou unkind Chamont, 
Unjuſtly haſt rn me with thy Hate, 
And ſonght the Life of him that never wrong' d thee ; 
Now if thou wilt embrace a noble Nen | 
Come join with me and curſe. | 


CHAMONT. 
What ? 
CASTALIO. 
Firſt thyſelf, 
As I do, and the Hour that gave thee Birth ; 


Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, 


To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe amongſt Men; 
*"Twixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 

In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Factions, 

In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm : 

Till all things move againſt the Courſe of Nature; 
Till Form's diſſolv'd, the Chain of Cauſes broken, 
And the Originals of Being loſt. 


_ ACASTO. 
Have Patience, WETTV, 
CASTALIO. 

Patience! preach it to the Winds, 
To roaring Seas, or raging Fires; the Knaves 
That teach it laugh at ye, when ye believe em. 
Strip me-of all the common Needs of Life, 
Scald me with Leproſy, let Friends forſake me, 
PI bear it all; but curſt to the Degree 
That I am now, tis this muſt give me Patience: 
Thus I find 1 755 and ſhall complain no more. 


*. 


[ Stabs himſelf. 
POL. 


* 
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| | POLYDORE. 
Coftalio Oh! 
CASTAL 10. 
Ten. F I L C7 7 
'Chamont, to thee 1 my Birth-right 1 bla 1 


Comfort my mourning Father, heal his Griefs; 
1 LAcaſto faints into the Arms of a Servant. 

For I perceive they fall with Weight upon him. 

And for Monimia's ſake, whom thou wilt find - . 

I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serina. 

Now all I beg, is, lay me in one Grave 

Thus with my Love. Farewel, I now am nothing. 


Dies. 
C HAMO NY 
Take care of good Acaſto, whilſt I go 
To ſearch the Means by which the Fates have plagu'd u us. 
'Tis thus that Heav'n its Empire does maintain, 
It may afflict, but Man muſt not complain. [Exeunt emnes. 


* 
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OU'YE, ges one Orphan ruin'd here, and 1 


May be the next, if old Acaſto die. 


| Should it prove ſo, Pd ain among /t you find, 


Who tis would to the Fatberlſi be hind, 


To whoſe Protection might 1 ſafely go ? 
1s there, among ft you no Good nature]? No. 


What ſbould I do ? fhould. I the Godly ſceb, 
And go a Conventicling tæuice a Week ? 


Quit: the lewd Stage, and its prophane Pollution; 


 Aﬀet each Form and Saint-like Inſtitution, 
So draw the Brethren, « all to Contribution 

Or ſhall I (as I gueſs the Poet may 

Within theſe three Days) fairly run away? 

No, to ſome City Lodgings I'll retire, 

Seem very grave, and Privacy defire : 


2 ſome Beirgfe rich is Lands, . 


Fled to eſcape a cruel Guardian's Hands ; 
Which may produce a Story worth the telling 


Of the next Sparks thats go a. Fortune-flealing. · 
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CAIUS MARIUS. 
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Qui color Albus erat nunc eft contrarius Abe. 
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HEN firſt it enter'd into my- 
Thoughts to make this Preſent: 
to Tour Lordſhip, I receiv'd not 

only Encouragement, but Plea- 
ſure; ſince upon due Examination: 
of my Self, I found it was not a bare Preſump- 
tion, but my Duty to the Remembrance of 
many extraordinary Favours which I have 

receiv'd at your Hands, ll 
For heretofore having had the Honour 

to be near Lou, and bred under the ſame 

Diſcipline with You, I cannot but own, 
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that in a. great Meaſure: I owe the ſwel 
Share of Letters. I have to your Lordlhip, 
For Your Lordſhip's Example taught me 
to be aſham'd: of Idleneſs; and I firſt grey 
in love with Books, and learn'd to value 


them, by the wonderful Progreſs which 


even in Your tender Years' You made in 
them; ſo that Learning and Improvement 
grew daily more and more lovely in my 
Eyes, as they ſhone in You. « 

Your. Lordſhip has an extraordinary Rea- 
ſon to be a Patron of Poetry, for Your 
great Father lov'd it. May Your Lord- 
ſhip's Fame and Empoyments grow as 
great or greater than his were; and may 
Your Virtues find a Poet to record them, 
equal (if poſſible) to that great? Genius 
which ſung of him. 

My. ſlender. humble Talent muſt not hope 
for it; for You have a Judgment which I 
muſt always ſubmit to, to a general Good- 
neſs which I never (to its Worth) can value: 


And who can praiſe that well which. he knows 


not how to comprehend ? 
Already the Eyes and ExpeQations of 


Men. of the beſt Judgment are fix'd upon 


You 


„ Mr. Waller .. 


\ 


DEDICATION. 


You : For whereſoever You come, You 
have their Attention when preſent, and their 
Praiſe when You are gone: And I am ſure 
(if I obtain but Your Lordſhip's Pardon) 

| ſhall have the Congratulation of all my 
A for having taken this e 
in ic expreſs YA | 


* 


ur Your Lotdſhipy: * 


AA Servant, 


Tn O. Or WAN. 
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N Ages paſt, (when will thoſe Times renew ?) 


When Empires flouriſh'd, ſo did Poets too, 
When great Auguſtus the World's Empire held, 
Horace «nd Ovid's happy Perſe excell'd. 
Ovid's /oft Genius, and his tender Arts © + 
Of moving Nature, melted hardeff Hearts. 
It did th* Imperial Beauty, Julia, move 
To liften to the Language of his Love. 

Aer Father honour'd bim: And on her Breaſt, 
With raviſh'd Senfe in her Embraces preſt, 
He lay tranſported, fancy-full and blet. 


Horace“ lofty Genius boldlier rear'd 


His manly Head, and through all Nature fler ; 
Her richeft. Pleaſures in his Verſe ren d, 
And <wrought em to the Reliſh of the Mind. 

He laſh'd, with a true Poets fearleſs Rage, 
The Villainies and Follies of the Age. 

T herefore Mecznas, that great Faw'rite, rait d 
Him high, and by him was he highly praisd. 
Our Shakeſpear wrote too in an Age as Llaſt, 
The happieft Poet of his Time, and beſt ; 

A gracious Prince's Fawour chear d his Muſe, 
A'conflant Favour he aver fear d to bye. 
Therefore he wrote with Fancy unconfin' d, 
And T houghts that were Immortal as his Mind.. 
And from the Crop of his luxuriant Pen, 

Z'er fince ſucceeding Poets humbly glean. 
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Sid by Mr. BzTTE RTON. 
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PROLOGUE, 


Though much the moſt unworthy of the Throng, - 
Our this Day's Peet fears he's done him Wrong. 

Like greedy Beggars that fteal Shea ves a, 

You'll find B. has rifled him of half a Play. © © 

Amidſt his baſer Drofs 21 fee it Pine „ 
Moſt beautiful, amaxing and Divine. 

To ſuch low Shifts, of late are Poets worn, ? 


In hilſt we both Wit's and Cæſar' - Abſence mourn. 

0h ! when will He and Poetry return ? ' 1 
IV hen ſhall we there again behold him fit 

Miaſt ſhining Boxes and a Courtly Pit, | c 
The Lerd of Hearts, and Prefident of Mit? 

I hen that bleft Day (quick may it come) appears, 


tis Cares once baniſh'd, and his Nation's Fears, 


The joyful Muſes on their Hills ſhall fing, 

Triumphant. Songs of Britain's happy King. 

Plenty and Peace ſhall flouriſh in our Iſle, 

And all things like the Engliſh Beauty ſmile. © 

You, Criticks, all forget your natural Spite, 

And Poets with unbounded Fancy write : 

Ev'n this Day's Poet ſhall be alter'd quite. | 

His Thoughts more leftily and freely fow; © 
And he himſelf, whilſt you his Ferſe allow { 
As much tranſported as he's humble new. 
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Dramatis Perſonz. - 


MEN. 

Caius Marius, 
Dlla, 
Marius Junior, 
Granius, 
Metellus, 
Quintus Pompeius, 
Cinna, 
Sulpitins, 
Nacharixs, a Senator, 
Prieſt, 
Apothecary, 
2. Pompeius's Son, 
Guards, Lictors, 
Ruffans, Ec. 

WOMEN, 
Lavinia 


Nurſe, 


Mr. Betterton, 


Mr. Willizms, 
. Mr. , Smith, 


Mr. Percival, 


Mr. Gillonv. 
Mr. Willizms. 


7 Mr. Jevon. 
Mr. Underhil, 


Mrs. Barry. 
Mrs. Moa let. 
THE 
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N Mithin. ] Liberty! Liberty! Marius and 'Salpitius ! 


Liberty! Liberty! Liberty! Sc. 
Enter METELLUs, ANTONIUs, CI RNA, and 
SENATORS. | 
WHT EALLUS: 1 · 
IS HEN will che Tur'lar Gods of Rome awake, 


pat we may once more know each other; 
* Th'Extent of Laws, Prerogatives and Dues 

The Bounds of Rules, and Magiſtracy; who ( 

Ought firſt to govern, and who muſt obey ? 

It was not thus when Godfike Sczp/o held | 

The Scale of Power; he who with temp'rate Poiſe 

Knew how to guide the People's Liberty 

In its full Bounds, nor did the Nobleꝭ wrong, 

For he himſelf was one * 

LY CI. 


. 4 
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CINNA. 
3A; + He was indeed 
A Noble born; and ſtill in Rome there are 
_ Moſt worthy Patrons of her ancient Honour. 
Such as are fit to fill the Seat of Pow'r, 
And awe this riotous unruly Rabble, 
That bear down all Authority before em, 
Were we not ſold to Ruin. | 


METELLUS. 
_ Cinna, there 

Thou'ſt lit my Mark: We are to Ruin ſold ; 

In all things fold ; Voices are fold in Rome : 

And yet we boaſt of Liberty, Juſt Gods ! 

That Guardians of an Empire ſhould be choſen 

By the lewd-Noiſe of a licentious Rout! - 3 

The ſturdieſt Drinker makes the ableſt Stateſman, 


4 ANT ONIUS. 
Would it not anger any true born Reman, 
To ſee the giddy Multitude together, 
Never conſulting who” tis beſt deſerves, 
But who feaſts higheſt to obtain their Suffrage ? 
As 'tis not many Years ſince two great Men 
In Rome Rood equal Candidates together, 
For high Command: In every Houſe was Riot. 
To-day the drunken Rabble reel'd'to one; 
To- morrow they were mad again for t'other; 
Changing their Voices with their Entertainment: 
And none could gueſs on whom the Choice would ſettle; 
Till at the laſt a Stratagem was thought of. 
- A mighty Veſſel of Faleraias Wine 
Was brought into the Forum crown'd with Wreaths | 
Of Ivy, ſacred to the jolly God. 
The Monſter- people roar'd aloud for Joy: 
When ſtreight the Candidate himſelf Pfau 
In Pomp to grace the Preſent he had made e'm. 
The Fools all gap'd. Then when a while he had 
With a ſmooth Tale 2 Aſſes Ears, 


ttle; 


of Carvs MAR IVS. 12t 
He at both Ends tappꝰd his Butt, and got the Confulſkip, 


CINVNA. 

This Curſe we owe to Marizs's Pride, 
That made him firſt moſt-baſely bribe the People 
For Conſul in the War againſt Fugurthas 
Where he went out, Metellus, your Lieutenant. 
And how the Kindneſs was return'd, all know. 
I never lov'd his rough untoward Nature, 
And wonder ſuch a Weed got Growth in Ran. 


'METELL US. > 
What ſays my Cinna? 
CINNA. | 
That I like not Marius, 


Nor love him 

METELLUS. 
There Rome's better Genius ſpoke, 

Let us conſult, and weigh this Subject well. 

O Remans, here's the Thorn that galls us all. 

Our harraſs'd State is crippled with the Weight 

Of his Ambition: we're not ſafe in Marius. 

Do I not know his Riſe, his low Beginning, 

From what a wretched deſpicable Root 

His Greatneſs grew? Gods! that a Peaſant's Braty 

Born in the outmoſt Cottages of Arpos, | 

And foſter'd in a Corner, ſhould by Bribes, 

By Covetouſneſs, and all the hateful Means 

Of working Pride, advance his little Fate 

So high, to vaunt it o'er the Lords of Rome 


 ANTONIUS. 
Ambition, raging like a Demon in him, 
Diſtorts him to all ugly Forms, ſhe'as need to uſe? 
In his firſt Start of Fortune, O how vile 
Were his Endeavours and Submiſſions then! 
When ſuing to be choſen firſt Fils, 
He was by general Vote repuls'd; yet bore it; 
and in the ſame Day ſhamefully return'd, fy 
Tobtain the iecond Office of that Name. 


vor. III. 1 | Equal 
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Equal was his Succeſs, deny'd in both: 

Yet could he condeſcend at laſt to aſk 

The Prztorſhip, and but with Bribes got that. 
Yet this is he that has diſturb'd the World, 
Rome's Idol, and the Darling of her Wiſhes. 


N MET ELL US. 

I muſt confeſs it burdens much my Age, 
To ſee the Man I hate thus ride my Country: 
For, Romans, I have mighty Cauſe to hate him. 
I was the firſt (and I am well rewarded) 
That lent my Hand to raiſe his feeble State. 
When firſt I made him Tribune by my Voice, 
I thought there might be ſomething in his Nature 
That promis'd well, His Parents were moſt honeſt, 
And ſerv'd my Father juſtly in their Truſt. 
Then as his Fortunes grew, when I was Conſul, 
And went againſt Jugurtha into Africk, 
I took him with me one of my Lieutenants. 
Twas there his Pride firſt ſhew'd itſelf in Actions, 


Oppreſs'd my Friends, and robb'd me of my Honour. 


CINNA. 

The Story's famous. Baſe Ingratitude, 
Diſſimulation, Cruelty, and Pride, 
III Manners, Ignorance, and all the. Ills 
Of one baſe born, ii Marius are join'd. 

METELLUS. 

Even Age can't heal the Rage of his Ambition. 

Si, Times the Conſul's Office has he borne : 
How well, our preſent Diſcords beſt declare. 

Yet now again, when Time has worn him low, 
Conſum'd with Age, and by Diſeaſes preſs'd, 
He courts the People to be once more choſen, 
To lead the War againſt King M:thridates. 


. ANTONIUS. 
For this each Day he riſes with the Sun, 
Ard in the Field of Mars appears in Arms, 
Excelling all our Yo.th in warlike Exerciſe ; 


He 


of Carvus MAnivs rf 
He rides and tilts, and when the Prize he'as wonn 
He brings it back with Triumph into Rome, 


And there preſents it to the ſordid Rabble; 
Who ſhout to Heav'n, and cry, Let Marius live, 


METELLUS, 


He ſhall not have it, by the Gods he ſhall non. . 


There is a Roman, noble, juſt and valiant, 

Hlla's his Name, ſprung from the ancient Stocks 

Of the Cornelii, bred from's Youth in War, 

Fluſh'd with Succeſs, and of a Spirit bold, 

And, more than all, hates Marius ſtill has croft 

Zis Pride, and clouded ev'n his brighteſt Triumphs 4 
He's Conſul now. Then let us all reſolve, 

And fix on him, to check this Havocker, 

That with his Kennel of the Rabble hunts 

Our Senate into Holes, and frights our Laws, 


Agreed for Sula. 
n Fr 
All for Sy/la. 
METELLUS. 


Nay, 
This Monſter Marius, who has us'd me thus} 
Ev'n now would wed his Family with mine, 
And aſks my Daughter for his hated Offspring. 
But, for my Wrongs, Lavinia ſhall be Sylla's, 
My eldeſt born; and the beſt of all 
My Fortune I will confirm on him, to cruſh the Pride 
Of this baſe-born, hot-brain'd; Plebeian Tyrant. 
ANTONTUS. 
Now Rome's laſt Stake of Liberty is ſet; 
And muſt be puſh'd for to the Teeth of Fortune; 
CINNA. 
Then Caius Marius ſhall not have the Couſulſkip, 
METELLUS. 
No, I would rather be Sulpitiu Slave, 
That furious headlong Libertine Sulpitius, 


F 2 That 
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That mad wild Bull whom Marius lets looſe 

On each Occaſion when he'd make Rome feel him, 

To toſs our Laws and Liberties i'th' Air. 
ANTONIUS. 

That lawleſs Tribune then muſt be reduc'd, 
Unhing'd from off the Pow'r that holds him un, 
His Band of full ſix hundred Roman Knights, 

All in their Youth, and pamper'd high with Riot, 

Which he his Guard againſt the Senate calls; 

"Fall wild young Men, and fit for glorious Miſchiefs, 
. METELLUS. 

Rear nothing; let but Syl/z once have Pow'r, 

And then ſee how like Day he'll break upon 'em, 

And ſcatter all thoſe:Goblins of the Night, 

Confuſion's Night; where in the dark Diſorders 

Of a divided State, Men know not where 

Or how to walk, for fear they loſe their Way, 

And ſtumble upon Ruin. Mark the Race 

Of Sylla's Life; obſerve but what has paſt, 

How till he'as bornea Face againſt this Marius, 

And kept an equal Stretch with him for — 
3 

He'as in the Capitol an Image ſet 
Of Gold, in Honour of his own Atchievement; 
Wherein's deſcrib'd how the Numidian King 
Gave up Jugurtba Priſoner to Hylla, 

And all in ſpite of Marius. Oh now, 
If you are truly Roman Nobles, wake, 
Reſume your Rights, and keep your $Sy/la Conſul. 
Courage, Nobility, and innate Honour, 
Juſtice unbiaſs'd, the true Roman Spirit, 
Preſence of Mind, and reſolute Performance 
Meet all in Sylla. 
: METELLUS. 
Let's all agree for Sy/ia. 
ALL. 
All for a. [Exeunt. 
OY Enter 


* 


1,10 


'of Carus Marius 7235 


Exter Caius Marius, Marius Junior, and GrRAnivs, 


CAIUS MARIUS: 

There Rome's Dæmons go 
Like Witches in ill Weather, in this Storm 
And Tempeſt of the State they mect in Corners, 
And urge Deſtruction higher: for this End 
They've rais'd their Imp, their dear Familiar Hylla, 
To croſs my Way and ſtop my Tide of Glory. 
If I am Caius Marius, if 'm he 
That brought Jugirtha chain'd in Triumph hither; 
If I am he that led Rome's Armies out, 
Spent all my Years in Toil and cruel War, 
Chill'd my warm Youth in cold and Winter-Camps, 
Till I brought ſettled Peace and Plenty home, 
Made her the Court and Envy of the World; 
why does ſue uſe me thus? 


MARIUS Tumor. 
Becauſe ſhe's rul'd: 
By lazy Drones that feed on others Labours; 
And fatten with the Fruits they never toil'd for:; 
Old gouty Senators of crude Minds and Brains, 
That always are-fermenting Miſchief up, 


And tile their private Malice publick Safety ——— 


GRANIUS. 

One diſcontented Villain leads a State 
To Madneſs. 'There's that Bell-weather of Mutiny: 
And damn'd Sedition, Cisna, of a Life 
And Manners fordid ; one whoſe Gain's his God ; 
And to that curſed End he'd ſacrifice : 
His Country's Honour, Liberty, or Peace: 
Nay, had he any, ev'n his very Gods. 

"©  . CAIUS MARIUS. 

Has taken Rome even in the niceſt Minute, 
And eafily debauch'd her to his Ends, 
When ſhe was over-cloy'd with Happineſs, 
Wantonly full, and Jonging after Change, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
'I 
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For Sylla too, a Boy, a Woman's Play-thing, 
She has relinquiſh'd me, and flouts my Age. 
Conſtant ill Fortune wait upon her ſor't, 

And wreck her Fate as low as firſt I found it, 
When it lay trembling like a hunted Prey, | 

And hungry Ruin had it in the Wind; | 
When barbarous Nations, of a Race A 
From undiſcover'd Northern Regions came, 

To lay her waſte, and ſweep her from the Earth! 
Till 4 F Marius roſe, the Soul of all | 
The Hope ſhihad left, and with unwearied Toily 

© Dangers each Hour, and never-ſleeping Care, 
(A Burden for a God) oppos'd myſelf 

*Twixt her and Deſolation, gorg'd the Maw 

Of Death with flaughter'd Numbers of her Foes, 
Reſtor'd her Peace, and made her Name renown'd, 


MARIUS Junior. 


The Glory of that War muſt be remember'd, 
When Rome, like her old Mother Trey, ſhall lie 
In Aſhes— Full three hundred thouſand Men, 
All Sons of Fortune, born and bred in Fields, 


Whoſe Trade was War, and Camps their Habitation, 


Hung like a Swarm of Miſchiefs on the Hills 
Of Laß, and threatned Fate to Europe. 
GRANIUS. 

They came in Tribes, as if to take Poſſeſſion, 
And ſeem'd a People whom the Hand of Fate 
Had ſcourg'd by Famine from a barren Land ; 
Of Viſage foul and ugly, pinch'd and chapp'd 
By bitter Froſts and Winter-Winds; yet fierce 
As hungry Lions of the Defart. 


Their Wives with Loads of Children at their Backs, 


Bold manly Hags, whom Shame had long forſook, 
And vagrant living had inur'd to Ill, | 
Follow'd'? in Troops like Furies. 
MARIUS Junior. 
And all was done too when that Dolt Metellus 


Shrunk 


\ 


| of Caius Manrus% 


 CATUSMARIUS.. 
That curſt Metellus ſtill has been my Plague, 
And ever done me moſt deliberate Wrong; 
Becauſe, like a tame Hawk, I ſcorn'd to fly 
Juſt at his Quarters, and attend his Lure. 
Becauſe I grew too great for him in Wars, 


Ard ſerv'd his Country well, he hates me, Twice 


Have I already offer'd him Alliance, - 
And aſk'd Lawinia, Marins, for thy Bed. 
Beggary catch me when again I court him. 
Why ſigh'ſt thou, Boy ? Kill at th' unlucky Name 
Of that Lawinia, I have obſerv'd thee thus 
With thy Looks fix d, as if thy Fate had ſeiz'd thee 
W MARIUS Junier. 

Why did you name Lavinia? would fh'had ne er 

been born, or that Merellus had not got her. 
CAI MARIUS. 

Forget her, Marius; ſhe's a dainty Bit, 
A Delicate, for none but Syi/a*s Taſte, 
The Fav'rite Sylla, th' Idol that's ſet up 
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dhrunk like a Worm, and Sylla ſearce was heard of. 


* 


. 


To blaſt thy Hopes and cloud thy Father's-Glories. 


Conkdey that, my Marius, and forget her. 
— "MARIUS Tuner. OE ok 
For get her? Oh! ſh'has Beauty might enſnare 


A — — Soul, and make him leave his Crown 


At Random, to be ſcuffled for by Slaves. 


4 


Forget her? Oh! teach me (great Parent) teach me 5. 


Read me each Day a Lecture of the Wrongs 
Done you by that inglorious Patrician, , 


Till my Heart know no Longings but Revenge, 


And quite forget Lavinia e er dwelt there, 


Methinks *twould not be hard, e'en midſt the Senate, 


To ſtrike this through him in his Conſul's Chair, 
Tumble him thence, and mount it in bis Stead... 
CAHIUS MARIUS. 
Oh! name not him and Conſulſhip together, 
F 4 


* 
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Hlia and Conſul? ſet *em far apart 
As Eaſt from Weſt, for as they now are met, 
It bodes Confuſion, Rome, to thee and thine, 


; GRANIUS. 

I'd rather ſee Rome but one funeral Pile, 
And all her People quitting her like Bees, 
Driven by Sulphur from their Hives; 


Much rather ſee her Senators in Chains 
Dragg'd thro' the Streets to Death, and Slaves made Lords, 


Than ſee that vain preſumptuous Upſtart's Pride 
Succeced to lead the Armies you have bred. 


CATIUS MARFUS. 

'Tis ſuch a Wrong as even tortures Thought, 
That we who've been her Champion forty Years, 
Fought all her Battles with renown'd Succeſs, 

Pay never loſt her yet a Man in vain, 
Should, now her nobleſt Fortune is at Stake, 
And Mitbridate; Sword is drawn, be thrown 

Aſide, like ſome old broken batter'd Shield: 
To fee my Laurels wither as J ruſt: 

And all this manag'd by the curſed Craft, 
Petulant Envy, and malignant Spight 

Of that old barking Senate's Dog, Metellus. 
Strike me, juſt Gods, with Thunder to the Earth, 
Lay my gray Hairs low in the Cave of Death, 
Rather than live in Mem'ry of ſuch Shame. 


GRANIUS. 
Periſh Metellus firſt, and all his Race. 
TC CAIUS MARIUS. 
There ſpoke the Soul of Marias. By the Head 
Of Jove, 
J hate bim worſe than Famine or Diſeaſes. 
Periſh his Family, let inveterate Hate 
Commence between our Houſes from this Moment; 
And meeting never let *em Bloodleſs part. 
Go, Granius, bid Sulpitius ſtraight be ready 
To meet me with his Guards upon the Forum. i 
| | 1 


Dy all the Gods, 1'll chace this Dæmon out, 
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That rages thus in Rome; or let her Blood 

To that Degree, *till ſhe grow tame enough 

To tremble at the Rod of my Revenge. 

Why didſt not thou applaud me for the Thought ?- 
Take m'in thy Arms, and cheriſh my old Heart? 
'T had been a lucky Omen. Art chou dumb? 


MARIUS Junior. 
As dumb as ſolemn Sorrow cught to be, i 
Could my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would have no End- 
Muſt I reſolve to hate Metellus? Race, | 
Yet know Lavinia took her Being thence ? 
Lavinia! Oh! there's Muſic in the Name; 
That ſ6ftning me to Infant Tenderneſs,. 
Makes my Heart ſpring like the Frſt Leaps of Life. 
CAIUS MARIUS. | 
Then thou art loſt: If thou art Man and Roman . 
If thou haſt Virtue in thee, or canſt prize 
Thy Father's Honour, : ſcorn her like a Slave. 
Hell |: Love her? Damn her: There's Merellus in her- 
In every Line of her bewitching Face, 
There's a Reſemblance tells whoſe Brood. ſhe came of ;: 
I'd rather ſee thee in a Brothel trapt, | 
And baſely wedded to a Ruſhan's Whore, 
Than thou ſhouldſt think to taint my generous Blood! 
With the baſe Puddle of that o'er- fed Gownman. . 
Lavinia foo 
MARIUS Junior. 
Yes, Lavinia: Is ſhe not 
As harmleſs as the Turtle of the Woods? 
Fair as the, Summer-Beauty of the Fields? 
As opening Flow'rs untainted yet with Winds, 
The Pride of Nature, and the Joy of Senſe? 
Why firſt did you bewitch me elſe to Weakneſs + 
When from the Sacrifice we came together, 
And as by her's our Chariot drove along, 
Theſe were-your Words: That, Marius, that is-ſhe 


F. 5 That: 
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That muſt give Happineſs to thee an d Rome, 


Confirming in thy Arms my wiſt'd-for Peace 
With old Metellus, and break Sylla's Heart. 


CAIUS MARIUS. 


Then ſhe was charming. 
MARIUS Junior. 


Oh! I found her ſo. 
f look'd and gaz'd, and never miſs'd my Heart, 
It fled ſo pleaſingly away. But now 
My Soul is all Lawvinia's, now ſhe's fixt 
Firm in my Heart by ſecret Vows made there, 
Th' indelible Record of faithful Love, 
You'd have me hate her: Can my Nature change 
Create me o' er again and I may be 
That haughty Maſter of myſelf you'd have me: 
But as I am, the Slave of ſtrong Deſires, 
That keep me ſtruggling under; though I ſee 
'The hopeleſs State of my unhappy Love ; 
With Torment; like a ſtubborn Slave that lies 


Chain'd to the Floor, ftretch'd helpleſs on his Back, | 


T look to Liberty, and break my Heart. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 


Has ſhe yet heard your Love, or granted her's ? 


MARIUS Junior. 

if Eyes may ſpeak the Language of the Heart, 
If tend'reſt Glances, Sighs and ſudden Bluſhes 
May be interpreted for Love in one 
So Young, fo Fair, and Innocent as ſhe, 

Our Souls can ne'er be Strangers==—— 
CAIUS MARIUS. 

No more, Pll have Lawinia nam'd no more. 
When next thou nam'ſt her, let it be with Infamy: 
Tell me, ſh'has whor'd, or fled her Father's Houſe 
With ſome coarſe Slave ta ſecret Cell of Luſt, 
And then I'll bleſs thee, 


MARIUS Junior. 


. ſhall obey, Gods, from your $kies look down, An 
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And find like me one wretched, if you can. . 


No, Sir, I'II ſpeak that hateful Name no more, / 
But be as curſt as you can wiſh your Son. 


Enter SULPITIUS. 


CAIUS MARIUS, | 8 
Oh Sulpitius ! 8 
Thou Darling of m' Ambition, art thou come ? 


What News ? 
SU L PITIUS. 
Pve left a Preſent at your Houſe, 
The Head of a Metellus, a gay, tall, 
Young Thing, that was in Time thave been a Lord) 
But he's but Worm's Meat now. 
CA4TUS MARIUS. 
My beſt Sulpitins, 
Thou always com ſort'ſt me. See here a Man, 
A Stranger to my Blood as well as Fortune; 
But meerly of his Choice my Honour's Friend: 
What mighty Things would he not do for me ? 
Couldſt thou, when en call'd thee, whine for Love? 
_ SUL PITIUS. 
How? my young Son of War in Love? with whom? 


MARIUS Junior. | . 
A Woman, Sir.—I muſt not ſpeak her Name. 
eren | 
If it be hopelefs Love, uſe generous Means, 
And lay a kimder Beauty to the Wound. 
Take in a new Infection to the Heart, 
And the rank Poiſon of the old will die 
MARIUS Junior. 
A Plantane-Leaf is excellent for that. 


irres 
For Wa? 
MARIUS Junior. 
For broken Shins. 25 F | : 


= F6 SUL- 
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SULPITIUS. 
Why? art thou mad? 
MARIUS Junior. 

Not mad, but bound more than a Madman is, 
Confin'd to Limits, kept without my Food, 
Whipt and tormented. —Pr'ythee do not wake me; 
Let me dream on —— 

SULPITIUS:. 
Oh! the ſmall Queen of Fairies. 
Ts buſy in his Brains; the Mab that comes. 
Drawn by a little Team of ſmalleſt Atoms. 
Oyer Men's Noſes as they he aſleep, 
In a Chariot of an empty Hazel-nut, 
Made by a Joiner-Squirrel: in which State 
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She gallops Night by Night through Lover's Brains; 


And then how wickedly, they dream, all know. 
Sometimes ſhe courſes o'er a Courtier's Noſe, 
And then he dreams of begging an Eſtate ; 
Sometimes ſhe hurries o'er à Soldier's Neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign Throats ;. 
Of Breaches, Ambuſcado's, temper'd Blades; 
Of good rich Winter-quarters, and falſe Muſters. 
Sometimes ſhe tweaks a Poet by the Ear; 

And then dreams he © 

Of Panegyricks, flatt'ring Dedications; 

And mighty Preſents from the Lord knows who, 
But wakes as empty as he laid him down. 

She has been with Sylla too, and he dreams now. 
Of nothing but a Conſulſhip. 


EC 41 US MARIUS. 
A Rattle! 
Give the fantaſtick giddy Boy a Rattle; 


The puling Fondling ſhould not want a Play-thing. 


A Conſulſhip ? | 
SUE PIFIDUS.' 


By all the Gods, hell ſhake it. 
Was drawn a Force from Capua here to Rome, 


As 
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As if he meant Deſtruction or Succeſs : ; 
The Rabble too are drunk with him already. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Alarum all our Citizens to Arme 
That are my Friends. Draw you your Guards together, 
And take Poſſeſſion of the Forum. Thou, 
Inglorious. Boy, behold my Face no more,. _ 
Till thou'ſt done ſomething worthy of my Name. 
MARIU.S Junior. 
Firſt periſh Rome, and all I hold moſt dear, 
Rather than let me feel my Father's Hate 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
Why, that's well aid ——— | 
SULPITIUS. 
My Troops are all together, 
All ready on the Forum : But the Heav'ns 
Play Tricks wich us. Our Enfigns as they ſtood + 
Diſplay'd before our ene took Fire untouch'd; 
And burnt to Tinder. 
Three Ravens brought their young ones in the Streets, 
Devouring 'em before the People's Eyes, 
Then bore the Garbage back into their Neſts. 
A Noiſe of Trumpets rattling in the Air 
Was heard, and dreadful Cries of dying Men: 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
It was the Roman Genius, that thus warns - 
Me, her old Friend; not to let flip my Fate. 
Ambitien ! Oh, Ambition! if I've done 
For thee Things great and well—ſhall Fortune now- 
Forſake-me ? 
Hark thee, Sulhitius if it come to Blows, 
Let not a Hair of that Metellus ſcape thee, 
Who'd ſtrip my Age of its moſt dear-bought n 
Elſe why have I thus buſtled in the World, 
Through various and uncertain Fortune hurl'd, 
But to be great, unequall'd and alone? yo 
[ Exeunt g 


Which only he can be who ſtill ſpurs on, 


As ſwaft at laſt as when he firſt begun. N 
83 ACT | 
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SULPITIUS. 
Why? art thou mad? 
MARIUS Junior. 

Not mad, but bound more than a Madman is, 
Confin'd to Limits, kept without my Food, 
Whipt and tormented, —Pr'ythee do not wake me z 
Let me dream on —— 

SUL PITIUS. 
Oh! the ſmall Queen of Fairies. 
Ts buſy in his Brains; the Mad that comes. 
Drawn by a little Team of ſmalleſt Atoms. 
Oyer Men's Noſes as they lie aſleep, 
In a Chariot of an empty Hazel-nut, 
Made by a Joiner-Squirrel : in which State 


She gallops Night by Night through Lover's Brains; 


And then how wickedly, they dream, all know. 
Sometimes ſhe courſes o'er a Courtier's Noſe, 
And then he dreams of begging an Eftate ; 
Sometimes ſhe hurries o'er à Soldier's Neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign Throats ;. 
Of Breaches, Ambuſcado's, temper'd Blades; 
Of good rich. Winter-quarters, and falſe Muſters. 
Sometimes ſhe tweaks a Poet by the Ear; 
And then dreams he 
Of Panegyricks, flatt'ring Dedications;. 
And mighty Preſents from the Lord knows who, 
But wakes as empty as he laid him down. 
She has been with Sy/la too, and he dreams now. 
Of nothing but a Conſulſhip. 7 

CAI MARIUS. 

A Rattle! 


Give the fantaſtick giddy Boy a Rattle ; 


The puling Fondling ome not. want a Flay-thing. | 


A Conſulſhip ? 
SUL PIT I US. 


By all the Gods, hell ſhake it. 
. _ a Force from vw here to * 


As 
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As if he meant Deſtruction or Succeſs : ö 
The Rabble too are drunk with him already, —— 
CAIUS MARIUS. 

Alarum all our Citizens to Arms 
That are my Friends. Draw you your Guards together, 
And take Poſſeſſion of the Forum. Thou, 
Inglorious. Boy, behold my Face no moe, 
'Till thou'ſt done ſomething worthy of my Name. 

MARIUS Junior. 

Firſt -periſh Name, and all I hold moſt dear, 

Rather than let me feel my Father's Hate 


CAIUS MARIUS. A 
Why, that's well ſaid ct. | | 
SULPITIUS. © | 
My Troops are all together; 
All ready on the Forum: But the Heav'ns 
Play Tricks with us. Our Enfigns as they ſtood + 
Diſplay'd before our ene took Fire untouch'd; 
And burnt to Tinder. 
Three Ravens brought their young ones in the Streets, 
Devouring 'em before the People's Eyes, 
Then bore the Garbage back into their Neſts. 
A Noiſe of Trumpets rattling in the Air 
Was heard, and dreadful Cries of dying Men: 
 __CAIUS MARIUS. 
It was the Reman Genius, that thus warns 
Me, her old Friend; not to let flip my Fate. 
Ambitien ! Oh, Ambition! if I've done 
For thee Things great and well--hall Fortune now- 
Forſake me? 
Hark thee, - Sulpitius if it come to Blows, 
Let not a Hair of that Metellus ſcape thee, 
Who'd ſtrip my Age of its moſt dear-bought n. 
Elſe why have I thus buſtled in the World, 
Through various and uncertain Fortune hurl'd, 
But to be great, unequall'd and alone? 
Which only he can be who fill ſpurs. on, 


As ſwaft at laſt as when he. firſt begun. 2 
3 ACT. 
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n an 9 e 1 
e 12 Ne JAYS: 


ACT I. SCENE I. ha 
Enter METELLUS and NURSE. 
METELLUS. = 
Cannot reſt To-night: Ill-boding Thoughts And 
Have chas'd ſoft Sleep from my unſettled Brains. 
This feems Lavinia's Chamber, and ſhe up. "OY 
Reſt too To-night has been a Stranger here. F 
Lavinia] My Daughter, hoa ? Where art thou? 
NURSE. 2 
Now by my Maiden-head (at twelve Years old I had one) . 
Come, what Lamb? What, Lady-bird 2 Gods forbid. 4 
Where's this Girl Lavinia? = 
Enter Lavinia. 
LAVINITA. N 
How now ? who calls? 
NURSE. | E 
Your Father, Child. 5 ente 
LAVINTA. You 
I'm here. Your Lordſhip's Pleaſure. ne 
_  METELLUS. 18 
Why up at this unlucky Time of Night, 5 hene 
When nought but loathſome Vermin are abroad, * 
Or Witches gathering pois' nous Herbs for Spells Sure 
By the pale Light of the cold waning Moon ? Day 
IA VIVA. 5 yy 
Alas! I could not fleep : In a ſad Dream _ 
Methought I ſaw one ſtanding by my Bed, 11 
To warn me I ſhould have a care of Sleep, * 
For 'twould be baneful—— 2 
METELLUS. 4 I 
Dreams give Children — 
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| | LAVINTA. | 
At which I roſe from my uneaſy Pillows 
And to my Cloſet went, to pray the Gods 
T'avert th* unlucky Omen. 
METELLUS. 
'T was well done. 
Nurſe, give us leave a while: I muſt impart 
Something to my Lavinia. Vet ſtay, 
And hear it too. Thou know'ſt Lawinia's Age. 


NURSE. 
Faith, I know her Age to an Hour. 


METEL L US. 
She's bare ſixteen, . 
| NURSE. 

I'll lay ſixteen of my Teeth of it; and yet no Diſpa- 
ragement, I have but fix, ſhe's not ſixteen. How long 
ist now ſince Marius triumph'd laſt ! 


METELLUS. 
No matter, Woman ; what is that to thee ? 
. NURSE... 

Even or odd, of all Days in the Year, fince Marius 
enter'd Rome in Triumph, tis now even thirteen Years, 
Young Marius then too was but a Boy. My Lais and 
ſhe were both of an Age. Well, Lais, is in Happineſs, 
ſhe was too good for me. But as I was ſaying, a Month 
hence ſhe'll be. ſixteen. *Tis fince Marius triumph'd 
now full thirteen Years, and then ſhe was weaned, 
Sure I ſhall never forget it of all Days Upon that 
Day (for I had then laid Wormwood to my Breaſt, 
ſitting in the Sun under the Dove-houſe Wall) my Lady 
and you were at the Show. Nay, I do bear a Brain! 
But as I ſaid before, when it did taſte the Wormwood on 
my Nipple, and felt it bitter, pretty Fool! to ſee it 
teachy and fall out with the Nipple. Shout, quo?” the 
People in the Streets, *Twas no need, I trow, to bid 
me trudge. And fince that Time it is thirteen Years ; 


and then ſhe could ſtand alone, nay, fhe could run and 
7 waddle 
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waddle all about: For juſt the Day before ſhe broke her 
Forehead, and then my Huſband (Peace be with him, he 
was a merry Man) took up the Baggage. Ay, quo” he, 
doſt thou fall upon thy Face ? Thou wilt fall backward 
when thou haſt more Wit; wilt thou not, Vinny? and 
by my Fackins, the pretty Chit left Crying, and ſaid, 
Ay. I warrant an' I ſhould live a thouſand Years, I ſhould 
not forget it. 
pretty Fool, it ſtopt, and ſaid, Ay. 


METELLUS. 
Enough of this; ſtop thy impertinent Chat. 


NURSE. 88 
Ves, my Lord: Vet I cannot chuſe but laugh, to think 
it ſhould leave crying, and ſay, Ay And yet in 
Sadneſs it had a Bump on its Brow as big as a Cockril's 


Stone, a parlous Knock, and it cry'd bitterly. Ay, quo 
my Huſband fall'ſt upon thy Face? thou wilt fall back: 


ward when thou com'ſt to Age, wilt thou not Vinm s 
Look you now, it ſtinted, and ſaid, Ay———— 
 METELLVUS. 

Intolerable trifling Goſſip, Peace. 

NU RSE. 

Well; thou waſt the prettieſt Babe, that e'er I nurs'd! 
Might I but live to ſee thee marry'd once, I ſhould be 
happy. It ftinted, and ſaid, Ay | 

METELLUS. 


What think you then of Marriage, my Lavinia ? It. 


was the Subject that I came to treat of. 


LAVINIA. 
It.is a Thing I have not dreamt of yet: 


NURSE. 


Thing? the Thing-of Marriage? were I not thy Nurſe | 


I would ſwear thou hadſt ſuck'd thy Wiſdom from thy 
Teat. The Thing ? 
METELLUS. 


Think of it now then, for I come to make 
Propoſals may be worthy of your Wiſhes... 


Wilt thou not, Yinny, quo“ he; and 


8 


Ie. 


T. 


\ 
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They are for Sylla, the young, the gay, the handſome, 
Noble in Birth and Mind, the valiant Hlla. 
' XFURS8CRS. | 

A Maa young Lady, Lady, ſuch a Man as all the 

World—why, he's a Man of Wax. 
| METELLUS. 

Conſider, Child, my Hopes are all in thee, 
And now old Age gains Ground ſo faſt upon me, 
Mongſt all its ſad Infirmities, my Fears 
For thee. are not the ſmalleſt. 
Therefore I've made Alliance with this Sy/la, 
A high-born Lord, and of the nobleſt Hopes 
That Rexre can boaſt, to give thee to his Arms; 
So in the Winter of my Age to find 
Reſt from all worldly Cares, and kind rejoicing 
In the warm Sunſhine of thy Happineſs, 


 LAVINIAI A. 
If Happineſs be ſcated in Content, 
Or that my being bleſs'd can make you ſo, 
Let me implore it on on my Knees. Iam 
Your only Child, and ſtill, through all the Courſe 
Of my paſt Life have been obedient too: 
And as you've ever been a loving Parent, 
And bred me up with watchful tender'ſt Care, 
Which never coſt me hitherto a Tear; 
Name not that Sy//a any more, indeed 
I cannot love him. 
MET ELLU §. 
Why? 
LAVINIA. 
| Indeed I cannot. 
|  METELLUS. 
Oh early Diſobedience ! by the Gods, 
Debauch'd already to her Sex's Folly, 
Perverſeneſs, and untoward head-ſtrong Will! 


_ 7 "fm 
Think me not ſo; I gladly ſhall ſubmit 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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To any Thing; nay, muſt ſubmit to all: > 70 In eve 
Yet think a little, or you ſell my Peace. gl: To h 
The Rites of Marriage are of mighty Moment: A wh 
And ſhould you violate a Thing fo ſacred To at 
Into a lawful Rape, and load my Soul f tho 
With hatefu] Bonds, which never can grow eaſy, or th 
How miſerable am J like to be? 60, 

METELLUS. 0 Graz 


Has then ſome other taken up your Heart, 
And baniſh'd Duty as an Exile thence ? 


What ſenſual lewd Companion of the Night | W. 
Have you been holding Converſation with, and 
From open Windows at a Midnight Hour, To v 
When your looſe Wiſhes would not let you ſleep? And 
+ 1.6 5, « & "wo 4 Lat 
If I ſhould love, is that a Fault in one | Fat v 
So young as I? I cannot gueſs the Cauſe, A = 
But whengyou firſt nam'd Sy/la for my Love, | * 
My Heart ſhrunk back as if you'd done! it NW * 
If I did love, Id tell you— if I durſt. | 2 : 
Oh Marius “ | | c _ 
_. METELLUS. {| pon 
Hah ! 
| Of p: 
LAFINIA. Muſt 
*T was Marius, Sir, I nam'd, Becai 
That Enemy to you and all your Houſe. Or c 
Twas an unlucky Omen that he firſt 

Demanded me in Marriage for his Son. | A 
Yet, Sir, believe me, I as ſoon could wed , 

That Marius, whom I've cauſe to hate, as Olla. 
METELLUS. Tis 


No more ; by all the Gods, *twill make me mad. 
That daily, nightly, hourly, every Way 
My Care has been to make thy Fortune high ; 
And having now provided thee a Lord 
Of nobleſt Parentage, of fair Demeſns, 


Early in Fame, youthful, and well ally'd, But! 


In 


\ 
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ſn every Thing as Thought could wiſh a Man, 
To have at laſt a wretched puling Fool, 

A whining Suckling, ignorant of her Good, 

To anſwer Pl] not wed, I cannot love. 

f thou art mine, reſolve upon Compliance, 

Or think no more to reſt beneath my Roofs. 

Go, try thy Riſk in Fortune's barren Field, 

Graze where thon wilt, but think no more of me, 
'Till thy Obedience welcome thy Return, 


LAVINVIA. 

Will you then quite caſt off your poor Lavinia, 
nd turn me like a Vagrant out of Doors, 
To wander up and down the Streets of Nome, 
And beg my Bread with Sorrow? Can ] bear 
The proud and hard Revilings of a Slave, 
Fat with his Maſter's Plenty, when J afk 
A little Pity for my pinching Wants? 
Shall I endure the cold, wet, windy Night, 
To ſeek a Shelter under dropping Eves, 
A Porch my Bed, a Threſhold for my Pillow, | 
Shiv'ring and ſtarv'd for want of Warmth and Food, 
Swell'd with my Sighs, and almoſt choak'd with Tears, 
Muſt I at the uncharitable Gates 
Of proud great Men. implore Relief in vain ? 
Muſt I your poor Ladinia, bear all this, 
Becauſe I am not Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
Or cannot love according to your liking? 


 METELLUS, 
Art thou not Miſtreſs of thy Heart then? 
LAVINT 4. 
No; 
'Tis given away. 

METELLUS. 

To whom? | 
LAFVINI A. 

I dare not tell. 


But I'll endexvou ſtrangely to forget him, 
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If you'll forget but Sylla. 


 METELLUS. 45 Ves, 
Thou doſt well. He's n 
"EFT his Name if thou'dſt preſerve his Life: as gen 
For if there be a Death in Reme that might What 
Be bought, it ſhould not miſs him. From this Hour I "i te 
Curſt be thy Purpoſes, moſt curſt thy Love. lan! 
And if thou marry'ſt, in thy wedding Night ſhalt h 
May all the Curſes of an injur'd Parent theſe ſ 
Fall thick, and blaſt the Bleſfings of thy Bed. thee {i 
; „  f* + 4 4 
What have you done ? alas ! Sir, as you ſpoke, Nov 
Methought the Fury of your Words took place, 'Tis h 
And ſtruck my Heart like Lightning, dead within me. Sad N 
Gone tco? | [Exit Metellus, The 
Is there no Pity ſitting in the Clouds | bine: 
That ſees into the Bottom of my Grief ? 1 
Alas ! that ever Heav'n ſhould practiſe Stratagems Vet by 
Upon ſo ſoft a Subject as myſelf ! And t 
What ſay*ſt thou? haſt thou not a Word of Joy ? Oh, 4 
Some Comfort, Nurſe, in this Extremity. oc C 
| NURSE. 
Marry : and there's but need on't : Ods my Life, this 
Dad of ours was an arrant Wag in his young Days for 
all this. Well, and what then? Marius is a Man, and 
ſo's Sy/la. Oh! but Marius's Lip! and then Sy/la's Noſe MW Ho 
and Forehead ! but then Marius's Eye again, how 'twill W x... 
ſparkle, and twinkle, and roll, and fleer ? But to ſee &a WM This 
a Horſe-back ! but to ſee Marius walk or dance! fucha por ir 
Leg, ſuch a Foot, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a Motion. Ah a— Can I 
Well, Marius is the Man, muſt be the Man, and ſhall be 3 
the Man. 
LAYINIA.. 
He's by his Father's Nature rough and fierce, 
And knows not yet the Follies of my Love : hs 


Ads when he does, perhaps may ſcorn and hate me. 
NURSE. 


e.. 
lus, 
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NURSE. 

Yes, yes, he's a rude, unmannerly, ill-bred Fellowg 
He's not the Flow'r of Courteſy; but Pl warrant him, 
25 gentle as a Lamb. Go thy ways, Child, ſerve God. 
What? a Father's an old Man, and old Men they ſay 
wil take care. But a young Man! Girl, ah! a young 
Man ! there's a great deal in a young Man, and thou 
ſhalt have a young Man. What! I have been thy Nurſe 


theſe ſixteen Years, and I ſhould know what's good for 


tkee ſurely, Oh! Ay—a young Man! 


” LAVINTA. 

Now, pr'ythee leave me to myſe a while. [Exit Nurſe, 
'Tis hardly yet within two Hours of Day. 
dad Nights ſeem long——PIl down into the Garden, 
The Queen of Night 
Shines fair with all her Virgin Stars about her. 

Not one amongſt them all a Friend to me : 

Yet by their Light a while P11 guide my Steps: 

And think what Courſe my wretched State muſt take. 
Oh, Marius ! | | [Exit Lavinia, 


SCENE II. 4 walled Garden belonging to 
Metellus's Houſe. 


Enter Marius Junior. 


| MARIUS Junior. 
How vainly have I ſpent this idle Night! 
Even Wine can't heal the Ragings of my Love, 
This ſure ſhould be the Manſion of Lavinia; 
For in ſuch Groves the Deities firſt dwelt. 
Can I go forward when my Heart 1s here ? 


Turn back, dull Earth, and find thy Centre out. 
[ Enters the Garden, 


Emer GRAN TUS and SULPITIUS, 
GRANIUS. 
This Way he went Why, Marius] Brother Marius / 
S191. 
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SULPITIUS. 
„Perhaps he's wiſe and gravely gone to Bed, 
There's not ſo weak a Drunkard as a Lover; | 
One Bottle to his Lady's Health quite addles him. 


GRANIUS. 


He ran this this Way, and leap'd this Orchard - val. 


_ good Salpitius. 
 SULP IT US. 
Nay, Þ Il conjure too. 


Why, Marius Humouss ! Paſſion! Mad-man ! Lover! 


Appear thou in the Likeneſs of a Sigh. 
Speak but one Word, and I am ſatis fy'd. 
He hears not, ngither ſtirs he yet. Nay then 
I conjure thee by bright Lavinia's Eyes, 
By her high Forehead, and her ſcarlet Lip, | 
By her fine Foot, ſtrait Leg, and quivering Thigh. 
And the Demeſns that there adjacent lie, 
That in thy Likeneſs thou appear to us. 
| GRANIUS, 
Hold, good Sulpitius, this will anger him 
SULPITIUS, 
This cannot anger him. *Twould anger him 
To raiſe a Spirit in his Lady's Arms, 
Till ſhe had laid and charm'd it down again. 
CRANIUS. 

Let's go; he has hid himſelf among theſe Trees, 
To dye his melancholick Mind in Night: 

Blind in his Love, and beſt befits the Dark. 
SULPITIUS: 

Pox o'this Love, this little ſcarecrow Love; 
That frights Fools with his painted Bow of Lath 
Out of their feeble Senſe. 

GRANIUS. 

Stop there—let's leave the Subject and its Slave; 

Or burn Mezellus? Houſe about his Ears. 
SULPITIUS. 
This Morning Sy/la means to enter Rome © 


Vour 


Oh! 

She ſe 
Fairer 
Or a 1 
Vere 


That] 


Ah 


er 
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Your Father too demands the Conſulſhip. 
Yet now when he ſhou'd think of cutting Throats, 
Your Brother's loſt; loſt in a Maze: of Love, 
The idle Truantry of callow Boys. 
4 rather truſt my Fortunes with a Daw, 
That hops at every Butterfly he fees, 
Than have to do in Honour with a Man - 
That ſells his Vartue for a Woman's Smiles. [Exeunt, 


Euter Max Ius Junior is the Garden 


MARIUS Junior. 
He laughs at Wounds that never felt their Smart. 
What Light 1s that which breaks thro' yonder Shade 7? 
[Lavinia in the Balcony, 


Oh! *tis my Love. | 

She ſeems to hang upon the Cheek of Night, 

fairer then Snow upon the Raven's Back, 

Or a rich Jewel in an Erbiq's Ear. 

Were ſhe in yonder Sphere, ſhe'd ſhine ſo bright, 

That Birds would ſing, and think the Day were breaking, 


LAFINTIA. 
Ah me ! | 


MARI U 8 Funicr, 
She ſpeaks, | 
Oh ! ſpeak again, bright Angel ; for thou art 
As glorious to this Night, as Sun at Noon 
To the admiring Eyes of gazing Mortals, 
When he beſtrides the lazy paceing Clouds, 
And fails upon the Boſom of the Air. 


LAFINTA.' 
O Marius, Marius ! wherefore art thou Marius ? 
Deny thy Family, renounce thy Name:“ 
Or if thou will not, be but ſworn my Love, 
And Il no longer call Mezellus Parent. 


MARIUS Junior. 
Shall J hear this, and yet keep Silence? 
. | LAV. 


——— . wr 
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LAFINIA. 
No. 


"Tis but thy Name that is my Enemy. 
Thou wouldſt be ſtill thyſelf, tho* not a Marius, 
Belov'd of me, and charming as thou art. | 
What's in a Name? that which we call a Roſe, 
By any other Name wou'd ſmell as ſweet. 


So Marius, were he not Marius call'd, 


Be ſtill as dear to my deſiring Eyes, ; 
Without that Title. Marizs, loſe thy Name, 
And for that Name, which is no Part of thee, 
Take all Lavinia. | | 
MARIUS. Junior. 
At thy Word I take thee, 


| Can me but thine, and Joys will ſo tranſport me, 


I ſhall forget myſelf, and quite be chang'd, 


| LAVINTA. | 
Who art thou, that thus hid and veil'd in Night, 
Haft overheard my Follies ? 


MIRTUC Junivr. 


Adern a Name 
T know not how to tell thee w 


My Name, dear Creature's . to myſelf; 
Becauſe it is an Enemy to thee. 


LAVINTAH. | 
Marius? how cam'ſt thou hither? tell, and why? 

The Orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb, 

And the Place Death, conſidering who thou art, 


If any of our Family here find thee, 
By whoſe Directions didſt thou find this Place? 


MARIUS Junior. 
By Love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire. 
He lent me Counſel, and I lent him Eyes. 
Jam no Pilot; yet wert thou as far | 
As the vaſt Shore waſh'd by the fartheſt Sea, 
I'd hazard Ruin for a Prize ſo dear 


LAY T: 


7 
* 
= 
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1863 TY TEE 227. 
f Carvs Mazivs, 
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1 


Oh Marius rain een ſuch Fopes and wine. 
The Hand of Heav'n r 
Our Houſes Hatred and the Ne 
Where none but Ha muſt be happy now. 
All bring him Sacrißces of ſome fort, 
And I muſt be a Vittim to his Bed. 


To-night my Father broke the dreadful News x. 


11614 4 +*% 


He threaten'd me to baniſh me his Houſe, | 
| Naked and ſhiftles to the World. EY 
auriur, receive a Beggar to thy. Boſom 
| MARTUS , "+ 
oh! were my Joys but fixt upon that Point, © 
d then ſhake Hands with Fortune and be Friends * 
Thu graſp my Happineſs, embrace it thus, 


ee eee e 


ſe ſhould T bluſh for "what thou' ft heard me ſpeak, 
an would I dwell on Form; fain, fain deny 5 
The Things Pre aid; but farewel all uch Follies. 


nd I muſt take thy Word, (hoy. prove kale. of 
MARIUS Ju. 


LAFINTA.: + 
Oh! ſwear wich Moon, th' inconſtant 954 
at changes monthly, and ſhines but by Seaſons, 
einne, 

What W 


i. 


5 Do not cy all. Ar 
if thou wilt, ſwear by thy g Self, 
lo art the God of my Idolatry, 


| VII, believe thee. 


= + 4 * * 


oft thou then 10e 7 1 know thow It ſay thou dot: 


voy 
941 


” 
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* 
_ 


And when I hig d him for the Right of Loe... 


Atlas "UI Tun that gave thee to my Arms. * 4 
Thou Kno N the Maſk 6f Night is on ny Fate. 


By you W Cymbia's Beams that ſhines bore, | 2 2 - 


* * +I , , * o - 
* 4 * Fl * 
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' MARIUS Junior 
Witneſs all ye Powers, i 
LAVTINIA. ©. 
Nay, do not ſwear; although my Jay be great, 
Pm hardly fatisfy?d with this Night's Contract: 
It ſeems too raſh,” too unadvis'd and ſudden, _ 
Too like the Lightning, which doth ceaſe to be 
Ere one can ſay it is. Therefore this time 
Good-night, my Maris. May a uri Hour ; 
Bring us to crown our Wiſhes. 
| MARIUS Junior. 
Why wilt thou leave me ſo unſatiefy'd2 
LAVINIA. 
What would chou have? 
MARI US Junior. 
Th' Exchange of SN eau 
LAVINIA. Ws! - ba 
I gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt its 
And yet I wiſh I could retrieve it back. | 
MARIUS Junior. 


* 
* 


Why ? 
LAY INIA. 
But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
My Bounty is as boundleſs as the Seas, 
My Love as deep: the more I give to thee, 
T 4 more I have: for both are infinite. - 
I hear a Noiſe within. Farewel, my Marius; 
Or ſtay a little, and PII come again. 
MARIUS. Junior. 
Stay! ſure for ever. 
LAVIVIA. 
Three Words, and, Marius, then Good-night i indeed. / 
Tf that thy Love be honourably meant, 
Thy Purpoſe Marriage, ſend me Word To-morrow, 
And all my Fortune at thy Feet P11 lay, 
NURSE [within] 
Madam ! 4 


7 L 4. 


It 1: 
How 


Like ſ 


Mat 


Shall I 


_ 2 4 
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e e eee ee 
come anon. But if thou mem not well, 
do beſeech the ooo 
 NURS#® favithin. * 
Madam ! Madam > 
| n „ 
By aa by, I come. | 
To ceaſe thy Suit, and leave me to my Griefs. 
To-morrow I will ſend- . . 
MARIUS Je 9 
So thrive my Soul. Is not all this a Dream, 
Too lovely, ſweet and flattering to be true ? 
Ne enter LAVIR 4. 
LAVYI NIA. Wot vs 
" Hitt, Marius, hiſt. Oh for a Faulkner's Voice, 
ro lure this Taſſel gentle back again, 
Reſtraint has Fears, and may not ſpeak aloud : 
Elſe I would tear the Cave where” Echo lies, 
With Wer of my Marius. 
MRI US Junior. 
It is my Love that calls me back again. 
How ſweetly Lovers Voices found by Night! 
like ſofteſt Muſick to attending Ears. 


LAVINIA.,,, | e 
Marius. | 
N 4 R 7 US Funiar. 
My Dear. oh 
LAVINITA. 


At what o' Clock To-morrow, * 
\hall 1 ſend to thee ? 


At the Hour of nine. 


| LAVINTA. 
| will not fail: *Tis twenty Years till then 
| have forgot why I did call thee back. 


MARIUS Junior. 


. 


Let me here ſtay till thou remember ſt why, 
: G 2 L472 
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CZ AFINITA. 
The Morning's breaking; I would have thee. gone; 
And yet no farther than a Wanton's Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from her Hand, 
To pull it by its Fetters back again. 


MARIUS "_ 
Would I were thine. 


LAVINITA. 
Indeed and ſo would I: 
Vet I ſhould kill thee ſure with too much cheriſhing. 
No N 


MARIUS Junior. 
There's ſuch ſweet Pain in parting, 
That I could hang for ever on thy Arms, 
And look away my Life into thy Eyes. 


LAYINIA. 
To-morrow will come. 


MARIUS TV 
So it will. Good-night. 
Heav'n be thy Guard ; and all its Bleflings wait 4 


[Exit Lavinia. 
To-morrow ! 'tis no longer : but Defires 
Are ſwift, and longing Love wou'd-laviſh Time. 
To-morrow ! Oh To-morrow ! *till that come, 
The tedious Hours move heavily away, 
And each long Minute ſeems a lazy Day. - 
Already Light is mounted in the Air, 
Striking itſelf thro' every Element. 
Our Party will by this time be abroad, 
To try the Fate of Marius and Rome. | 
Love and Renown ſure court me thus together. 
Smile, ſale, ye Gods, and give Succeſs to both. [Exir, 


SCENE 


ts 


of: Catvs. Mane. 749 
8 CENE III. The Forum. 


Enter four r- * 8. 


3 CITIZEN. 
Well, Neighbours, now we are TY what muſt we do? 


1 CITI ZEN. ; | 

Why, you muff give your Vote for "Caine Marius 

to be Conſul : And if any Body ours againſt you knock 
'tm down. | 
2 CITIZEN. 

The Truth on't is, there's nothing like a civil Govern- 


ment, where good Subjects may have leave to knock 
Brains out to maintain Privileges. 


; 3 CITIZEN. | 

Look you—but what's this Sylla ? this Sylla p Pye 
heard great Talk of him.—— He's a damnable fighting 
Fellow they ſay; but hang him bes a Lore. 


2 CITLAIAEARMK.. on 
Ay, ſo he is, Neighbours : And I know not * any 
one ſhould be a Lord more than another. I care not for 


2 Lord: What good do they do ? nothing * run in our | 
Debts, and lie with our Wives 5 | 


$CITIZT N. 

Why, there's a Grievance now. I have three Boys at 
Home, no more mine than Rome's mine. They are all 
fair cur'd-hair Cupids 3 and I'm an honeſt, black, tawny, 
Kettle-fac'd Fellow. I'll ha? no Lords. — 
[Drums TREO, ; 


1 CITIZEN. 
Hark ! hark! Drums and Trumpets ! Drums and 


Trumpets ! they are coming. Be you ſare you roar out 
for a Marius: and do as much Miſchief as you can. 


G 3 Pier 
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Huter Cxnus:Marits ard BisiSors; Max ius born 
upon the Shoulders of two Roman Slaves; Su reins 
at the Head of the Guards. 0 Fs 4d 3 Trumpet. 


SULPITIUS. 
Harken, ye Men of Nome I, I, Sulpitiut, 
Your Tribune and Protector of your Freedom, 
By. Virtue of that Office here have catl'd: you 


170 chuſe a Conſul. Mirbridates King 


Of Pentus has began, a War upon us, 

Invaded our Allies, our Edicts violated, 

And threatens Rome itſelf, Whom will you chuſe 
To lead you forth in this moſt glorious War? 


Marius, or Ha ? 


: A CITIZENS. 
A Marius! a Marius a Marius 7 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
Country-men, 

And Fellow-Citizens, my Brethren all, 
Or, if it may be thought a dearer Name, 
My Sons, my Children, Glory of my Age ; 
come not hither arm'd to force your Suffrage, 
As Sylla does to enter eme with Power, 
As if he meant a Triumph o'er his Country. 


: I have not made a Party in the Senate, 


To bring you into Slavery, or load 
Your Necks with the hard Yoke of lordly A 
I am no Noble, but a free - born Man, 
A Citizen of Rome, as all you are, 
A Lover of your Liberties, -and Laws, 
Your Rights and Privileges, . Witneſs here 
. Theſe, Wounds, which in your Service J have got, 
And beſt Pye for. me — 
et] All CITIZENS. 
„ | ! Marine! / Marius * A / no der gee” no 


Hula! 
8 U L P 7 7 I U s. 
No more remains, moſt honourable Conſul, 


8 


fr, 


* CA \ A . 55 
But that. ſtrzight you mount be Seat abend 
Liars, bripg your Rods 


Axes and Faſces, and * dem 2 
Hail Caius Marius, Conſul of the War. 


Trumper. Buer M TIE LVs, Cinwa, Ax ron rue 
QuinTuVs' Po PEIU'S, 5, Son, &c. Guards. 


METELLUS. | 
See, Ronunt, there the Ruin of your Freedom, j 
The blazing Metegt that bodes If to Roms, 
Oppreſſion, Tyratity, Avarice and Pride, 
All centre in that melancholick Brow-- 
If you are mad for Slavery, long to try 
The Weigkt of abs Jute Chains, once more proclaim himy 
And ſhout ſo loud till Mi hrillatet hear, 
And laugh to think your Throats fit for his Sword. 
Take me, take all your Senators, and drag | 
Us headlong to the Tyber, plunge us in, 
And bid adieu to Liberty for ever: 


Then turn and fall before your new-made God; 


Bring your Eſtates, your Children and your Wives, | 


And lay 'em at the Feet of his Ambition. 


This you muſt doy and well it will become 


Such Slaves, Who ſelh their Charters for a Holy-day. | 


CITIZENS. 
No Marius ! no Marius ! - 
METELLUS. 

Quintus Pompeius, in the Senate's Name, 
As Conſul, we command thee to demand 
Juſtics of Meaviue, and proclaim him Traitor. 

9. POMPEIUS. 

Deſcend then, Marias, Traitor to the State N 

And Liberty of Rome, and hear thy Sentence. 
"CATUS MARIUS. 

Now, by the Gods, this Cauſe is weber; me, 
Worthy my Fate. 
I this the Right and Lye of Rimes, 
G 4 To 
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To pull its lawful Conſul from his Seat 


Unjudg'd, and brand him with the Mark of Traitor " Wh 

Draw all your Swords, all you that are my Friends, Sulp, 

Sulpitius, damn the Rabble, let em fall 

Like common Droſs, with that well ſpoken Fool, O 

That popular Clack; or let us ſell our Fates N Fit f 

So dear, that Rome may ficken with our Fall. Not 
| A CITIZENS... . Tak 


No Marius / no Marius / Down with him, down with And 
bim 


SULPITIUS. 9 

Ha! What art thou? e proc 
2. POMPEIUS's Son. = That 

Fe: The Conſul's Son, Horr 
SUEPITIUS. $40) :f Vaſt 

A Worm; Muſt 

A thin Skin fall of Dirt; and thus I tread thee - - of 
Into thy Mother Earth. 42 [Kills bin, wo 
CAIUS MARIUS. I 9 


Drag hence that Traitor. 
And bring me firaight his Head upon thy Dart. 
The Fate of Rome's begun. 
2. POMPEIUS. 1251 
Our Children murder'd, 
Thus maſſacred before our Eyes! Come all 
That love Pompeiut, and revenge his Loſs. 


Y ULPITIUS. 
Fall on. 
"Ml CITIZENS. x 
No Marius ! no Marius / Liberty! Liberty Ge. 4 
le fight, Marius e 
CAIUS MARIUS. g | 
Thanks for this good Beginning, Gods, Theſe Slaves ; 
Theſe wide-mouth'd Brutes, that bellow thus for Freedom? 
Oh ! how they ran before the Hand of Pow'r, IA 
» Flying for Shelter into every Brake ! ry la 


Like cow'rdly fearful Sheep they break their Herd, I hier 
When Len 


11 3 
11 


When the Wolf's out and ranging for his Prey. 
Sulpitius, thy Guards did noble Service. 


SULPITIUS. © 
Oh! they are Fellows fit for you and I, 
Fit for the Work of Power: ſay the Word, 
Not one amongſt 'em all but what ſhall run, 
| Take an old grumbling Senator by th' Beard, 
h And ſhake his Head off from his ſhrinking Shoulders, 


CAIUS'MARIUS. 


Hlla, J hear, is at the Gates of Rome. 
Proclaim ſtraight Liberty to every Slave . 
That will but own the Cauſe of Caius Marius. 
Horror, Confufion, and inverted Order, 
Vaſt Deſolation, Slaughter, Death and Ruin 
Muſt have their Courſes, ere this Ferment ſettle. 
Thus the great Jove above, who rules alone, 
* * When Men forget, his God-like Pow'r to own, 
: * Uſes no common Means, no common Ways, 
* But ſends forth Thunder, and the World obeys. 
| | [Exennts 


ACT m. SCENE I 


Erter S$virITIOS; Granivs, and all the Guards | 


SUL P ITIUS. 
o ME never ſaw a Morning ſure like this : 
Now ſhe begins to know the Rod of Pow'r; 
Her wanton Blood can ſmart. | 
Were I the Counſul, not a Head in Rome, 
That had but. Thoughts of Hylla, ſhould ſtand ſafe. 


+'GRANITUS. 
Slaughter ſhou'd have continu'd with the Day. 
Merey but gives Sedition Time to rally. 
Every ſoft, pliant, talking, buſy Rogue, | 
Gs Gathering 


fo 
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Gathering a Flock of hot-brain'd: Fools together, 


Can preach up new Rebellion, Till the, Heads — h 
Of all thoſe heav'gly-inſpir'd Knaves be.cruſh'd,,. _ * 
No Power can be ſafe— . * 
.SULPITIUS.' _ *. — 
Mauch will this Day * 
Determine; oy snow before the Walls, & e 
And all his Forces ready for Command. — 
Four thouſand Slaves have taken hold on Freedom, qe 
And come on Proclamation to our Side. 
GR AN TITUS. 
Where ſhould my Brother be? He came not home 
To- night. ah. © I And 
8 
SUL 7 ITIUS. 
Think of him as a Wretch that's dead, 
Stabb'd with an Eye, run thro? the Brains with Love. Salu 
GRANIUS, 8 
He talked of ſending Sylla a Defiance. | En 
SUL 7 ITIUS. 
Writ with a Pen made of a Cupid's Quill. 
"GRANIUS. J 5 Pulpi 
Why, what is les | * Rece 
SULPITIUS. | He's 
A moft courageous Captain at a Congee; „ent 
He fights by Meaſure, as your Artiſts ſing, 6; Chal 
Keeps Diſtance, Time, Proportion, Reſts his Reſts, In V 
One, two, and the third in your Guts. 7 And 
Oh ! he's the very Butcher of a, Button, | One 
GRANIUS. Enra 
Would I cou'd fee my Brother. That damn'd Love The 
Of Women ruins nobleſt Purpoſes. | , Wl He's 
We SULPITIUS. 2 P th 
That Sex was firſt in Mockery of us made. Ta 
They are the falſe deceitful Glaſſes, where Re hi 
We gaze and dreſs ourſelves to all the Shapes Or h 
Of Folly, What 1is't Woman cannot do? 
She'll make a Stateſman quite forget his Cunning, 
And truſt his deareſt Secrets to her Breaſt, TY But 


Where 


of Carve Mar res, ts 
Where Fops have daily' Entrance: Make Prieſt, bo 
Forgetting the'Hypocrify ofs Office; 
Dance and-ſhow!Tricks, to prove bis Sttength and braun: 
Make a Projector quibble, an al Jude 
put on falſe Hab, and paint: after all, 
Though ſhe be knioum'the Bae her Sex, 
She'll — ſome Fool or other think ſhe's honeſt.” 
Your Father promi dme to meet me here. | 
| wonder he delays fo long: 
-CRANTUS, _. 
feen; 
And with him tod my Brother. 
1. SUDBIFIUS 7 us ns 
See your Re * A 
Salute him all my. Fellow-Soldiers. We "(Show # 


Enter Carus Mizivus, and Ma uns Junior. 


"C41 US MARIUS. 
This, I 

Lulpitius, looks like Power. Grau, 8 
Receive thy Brother to thy Arms, and blefs him: 4 
He's done a thing moſt worthy of our Name, . 
Sent a Defiance into Sylla's Camp. +4 
Challenging forth the ſtouteſt Champion there, 
In Vindication of his Father's Cauſe; | 
And not an Out-Jaw there dare ſend his Anſwer. 
Once more Sulpittar, are the People outs, , 
Enrag'd with Sylla's coming arm'd, do force 
ke The City. At the Celimantant Gate © * 
He's poſted now; let's ſend him ſtraight Commands 
P th* Name o' th' Senate and the Roman People, 
T' advance no farther,” till the State of Rome 
Be heard in publick, and my IIs. 
Or he continu'd Conſul.- n $04 5} 


SULPITIUS. nga 0 wi 
But to prolong Neceſlity z for Rome 
G 6 Muſt 


P 
®W 


wy "The. Mean 1 and FAIR 
Muſt bleed: And fince the Rabble now is ours, MůM 
Keep the Fools hot, preach Dangers in their Ears, | 
Spread falſe Reports o th* Senate, working up - 
Their Madneſs to a Fury quick and defp'rate, we 
Till they run headlong into civil Diſcords, | 


And do our Buſineſs with their own Deſtruction. 
Granius, go thou, 


Send Word to H lla that he lay down Arms, 
And render up himfelf to Rome: 


MARIU 8 Funior. 

I There's fill 
A dangerous Wheel at work, a thoughtful Villain, 
Cinna, who'as rais'd his Fortune by the Jars 

And Diſcords of his Country: like a Fly 

O'er Fleſh, he buzzes about itching Ears, 

Till he has vented his Infection there, 

To feſter into Rancour and Sedition, 


Would he were ſafe. 


C4IUS MARIUS. 


And ſafe be ſhall be: let him be 
T he Fine upon his Head its Weight 
Wou'd I cou'd buy Metellus's as cheap. 


4 


rib'd, 
Gold. + 42h G 


I have a tender Fooliſhneſs within me | F: 
May ſometimes get the better of my Rage. 
 Suhpitius, therefore keep me warm; ſtill ply It 
My ebbing Fury with the Thoughts of Hylla, 
Th ſungrateful Senate, and Merellu Pride; 1 8 M 
And let not any thing may make me dreadfub - 
Be left undone. Now to our T let's . | A 
And wait the He's Anſwer at our . My 
| © Ex. Cazus Mar. ang Granius. Leac 
eren n 
Is not this better now than whinidg 1 —_— Ang 
Now thou again art Marius, Son of Arms, Wit 
Thy Father's Handur, and thy Frieng'd Delight, To. 


Zur 
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Enter 'N ux 1 % /C:1.001 vb. 
ANU Junior. ih 
Sulpitine what Nenn 3 a Sail, 8 os: . 
SULPITIUS: 
A tatter*d one, and Weather-beaten AY * « 


Many a boiſt'rous Storm has ſhe been toſz'd in, 
And many a Pilot kept her to the Wind. 


NURSE. 
Chedins, r. 
 CLODIUS, © | | 
- SULPITIUS. 
Madam! 
NURSE. -. 
My Fan, Chiu. 
 SULPITIUS. + 
Ay, good Cledius, to hide her Face. 
| F NURSE. 
Good-morrow, Gentlemen. | 
SULPITIUS. 
Good-even, fair Gentlewoman. 
NURSE. 
Fair Gentlewoman! Really tis very hot. 
| SULZLPITIUS. | ; 
It ſhould be fo by your Ladyſhip's parch'd Face. ; 
_- NURSE. f Y 
Marry come up, my Gofhp : Whoſe Man are you > | 
SUL PITIUS. 
A Woman's Man, my $y4:1: wouldſt thou try 
My Strength in Feats of amorous Engagement. 


Lead me among the Beauteous, where they run 

Wild in their Youth, and wanton to their Wildneſs, 

Where I may chuſe the foremoſt of the Herd, 

And bear her trembling to ſome Bank, bedeck'd 

With ſweeteſt Flowers, fuch as Joy would chuſe 

To dwell i _ throw my infpir'd Arms about her, . 
An 
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And preſs her ill the thought herſelf more bleſs'd 

Than Zo panting with the Joys of Fowve.' 
NURSE. 

Panting ?.- Joys? and Jove / Now by my troth, tis 
ver pretty. But, Gentlemen, can gs" of you 1 wheys 
I may find young Marius? 

MARIUS. — 
ves, I can tell you, Madam. I am he- 
SULPITIUS. 
Hah ! by this Light, a Bawd. S0 ho! 
Come, let's away. I hate a Morning Bawd, 
That ſtinks of laſt g's! Office (Exit. Sulp. 


' NURSE, 
Pray, Sir, what ſaucy F ellow's he that's gone ? 


MARIUS. Junior. 
A Gentleman, Nurſe, that loves to hear himſelf talk; 
and will ſpeak more in a Minute than he'll ſtand to in a 


Month. 
NURSE. 
And he ſpeak any thing againſt me, Pl! take him down, 
an' he were luſtier than he is, and twenty ſuch Jacks, 
or I'll find thoſe that ſhall. But now, Sir, I wiſh you 
much Joy——T hear you are 
MARIUS YJunier. 
Marry'd; this Day the bleſſed Deed. was done. 
When the unhappy Diſcords firſt took Flame 
Betwixt my Father and the Senate; then 
A holy Prieſt of Hymen, whom with Gold 
I brib'd to yield us privately.” his Office, 
Join'd our kind Hands, and now ſhe's ever mine.. 


NURSE.- 


Well : *fore God, I am ſo yex'd, thatevery Part About... | 


me quivers. But pray, Sir, a Ward: and as I told you, 
my young Lady bade me find you gut. What ſhe bade me 


ſay, I'll keep to myſelf. But. frſt let me tell you, af you: / | 


have led her into a Foo!'s Paradiſe, as they, ſay:z For the 


Gentlewoman j 15 young, and therefore if you ſhould deal 


Ke 
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doubly with her; though you don't look Uke a Gen 
man that wou'd uſe double Dealing with n | 
| MARIUS Junior- I „ 44 4 
Commend me to thy Lady, 1 Pl 
Dee. ieee 

Good Heart, and i' faith, I Will tell ber as — Fe 

Lord! Lord! the will be a joyful Woman. 17 2 
r MARIUS Junior, 
Bid her deviſe this Evening to receive 
Me at her Window : Here i 1s forthy N [Give Meng: 
A NURSE... 
No truly, Sir; not a Drachma: 
N 4 R I U $ Junior. 

Away; I fay you ſhall. 2 
* NURSE. 

This Evening, ſay you? well, the ſhall be there, | 
"SUE Junior. 

And ſtay, kind Nurſe, behind the 1 

Within this Hour my Man ſhall meet thee there, 
And bring thee Cords made like a Tackling-Ladder, 
Which to the bleſſed Manſion of my Joy 
Muſt be my Conduct in the ſecret Night. 
Fatewel—be true, and I'll reward thy Pains. 
| "NURSE. © © 
Now Kr ns bleſs thee——Hatk you, Sir. 
* MARIUS Imi. 5 
What ſay "| thou, Nurſe ? 
* , FORSE., 

Nothing, but that my Miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt Lady, | 
Lord ! Lord! when *twas a little prating Thing—Oh! | 
there's a Spark, one Syl/a, that would fain haye a 
Finger in the Pye but ſhe, good Soul, had as lieve 
hear of a Toad, a very Toad, as hear of him. I anger 
her ſometimes, and tell her 91 is the properer Man. 
But 11 warrant you, when ! ſay ſo, ſhe looks as pale as 
any Clout'in the YOu Wera. * en, nn ſure to 


— Tein MARI 
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. MARIUS unser: 
As ſure as Truth. 
NURSE. 


Wel, when it was a little Thing, and us'd to lie with 


me, it would fo kick, ſo ſprawl, and fo play——and 
then I would tickle it, and then it would laugh, and then 


it would play again. When it had tickling and playing 
enough, it would go to Sleep as gentle as a Lamb. I 
ſhall never forget it Then you'll be ſure to come. 
| MARIUS Jur. 
Can I forget to live? 
NURSE. 
Nay, but ſwear though. 
MARIUS Junior. 
By this Kiſs, which thou ſhalt carry to Lavinia. 
NURSE. 
Oh! dear Sir, by no means. Indeed you ſhall not. 
I have been drinking Aua vitæ. Oh! ! thoſe Eyes of yours ! 


Till Night; I'll fay no mods, but da, da, Come, Yay 
Clodius, Ah! thoſe Eyes! [Ex. Nurſe and Clodius, o f 
MARIUS Junior. How 
What Pains ſhe takes with her officious Folly ! 
How happy is the Evening-tide of Life, 


When Phlegm has quench'd our Paſſions, trifling out 481 
The feeble Remnant of our filly Days . For 
In Follies, ſuch 2s Dotage beſt b, pleas' wich, — 
Free from the wounding and tormenting Cares 7 
That toſs the thoughtful, active, buſy Mind? 7 
Though this Day be the deareſt of my Life; 

There's ſomething hangs moſt heavy on my Heart, Metel 
And my Brain's fick with Dulneſ. 9s 


Enter CA Martus. 


CA MARIUS, -H 
Where's this Loiterer. 
This 


of Carvs Max1vs. 


This moſt inglorious Son of Caius Marin: ? 
With folded Arms and down-caſt Eyes he ſtands, 
The Marks and Emblem of a Woman's Fool. 


MARIUS Junior. 
My Father. 


* CATUS M4zvs. We 
9 me by ſome other Name; | 
Diſgrace me not: Im Mariusz; * 

And ſurely Marius has ſmall Right in thee. #& 8 <; 
Would Sylla's Soul were thine, and thine were his, 

That he, as thou haſt done, now Glory calls, 
Might run for Shelter to a Woman's Arms, 
And hide kim 1 in her Boſom like a Babe. 29. 
Then I'm a cd 
c MARIUS. 
| Art thou not? 
5 MARIUS Funior, | 
7 | * am, 
That thus can bear Reproaches, and yet live. 
Durſt any Man but you have call'd me ſo ? 
Oh let me fall, embrace and kiſs your Feet. 
4 Yave rais'd a Spirit in me prompts my Heart, 
a To ſuch a Work as Fame neꝰer talk'd of yet. 
How'll you diſpoſe Lavinia & 
CAT US MARIUS. | 
Let her fall, 
As J wound all her Family and Name, 
Forgotten that they either ever gave 
Thy Father's Head Diſhonour, or thee Pain. 
MARIUS Funir. 

"Twas an unlucky Sentence. She's ſcarce more 
Metellus Daughter now than your's: our Hande 
Were by a Prieſt this Morning join'd.. May Heav'n - 
Avert th' ill Omen, and preſerve my Father, 

. © CAIUS MARIUS. 
Marry'd ? ſay ruin'd, loſt and curſt. 


_ WY „ 
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You've torn 
The Secret from me, and 1 wait your Dom. 
| CAIUS MARIUS. | 
Go where I never more, may hear thee nam'd ; 
Go fartheſt from me, get thee to Merellus, 
Fall on thy Knees, and henceforth call him Parent. - 
I've yet one Son, that ſure]y won't forſake me: 
Elſe in this Breaſt I. ſhall have glorious Thoughts, 
That will at leaff give Luſtre to my Ruin. 
Farewel——my once: beſt Hopes, now greateſt Shame. 
Condemn me rather male worſt of Deaths, 
Or ſend me chain'd to $ylla like a Slave, - 
Than baniſh me the Bleſſing of your Preſence. 
I've thought, and bounded all my Wiſhes ſo,- 
To die for you is Happinsſe enough 3 | 
*T would be too much Yenjoy Lavinia too. 
C4FUS WAITE f ne herz 1 
Again Lavinia? | 1 Etun | 
WARIUS Imre 
+4 Less this Coward Slave, 1 Sto 
This moſt inglorjous San of Caiur Marizs, © Or 
Though wedded to the brighteſt Beauty, rais dd. Or 
To th' higheſt Expectation of Delight, 
Ev'n in this Minute, when Love prompts his Heart, 4 
And tells what mighty Pleaſures are Preparing, 
Is Maſter of a Mind unfetter'd yet. | 1% 
. CAHIUS MARIUS. 
What canſt thou do? | | 
MARIUS Junior-. | A 
This Night I ſhould have "= 
And ta'en Poſſeſſion of Lawinie's Bed. 
But by the Gods, theſe Rxes no more hall ſke her, | 
Till Pve done ſomething that's above Reward, 
And you yourſelf preſent her to my Arms. N 
CAI 
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CAU ARIUS. 3 
Why doſt thou talk thus to me ? 83 
eus qu. oF 
Hark! [Trampete- 
The Trumpets ſound, ans Buſineſs is at Hand. 
It ſeems as if our Guards upon the Walls 2 
Were juſt engag' d, and lla come e e ene 
The dun have done me Juſtice: 
earvs' MARIUS. 
EO N | 
And leave me to 1 n 
Tho' maim'd and wounded, and unfit for War. 
ANU Filter. © 
PII . er 
c MARIUS. 
Thou ſhall not. 
-MARITUS Junior. bY 
By the Gods I will. 
e41vs MARTUS. 
How ? diſobey'd then? 
88 NAR IUS Junior. 
Bid a Courfer-ſpurr'd 
Stop in his full Career; bid Tides run back, 
Or ſailing Skips ſtand ſtill before the Wind. 
Or Winds themſelves not blow when Jowe provokes * em. 
CAU MARIUS. 
Away, and do not tempt my Fury farther. 
MARTUS . f 
Why? would you kill me? 
 - *CATUS& MARIUS. 
No, I hope thaw r re 
A better Ty 


Mt 42 1 ” 8 Juxier, 
Thanks, Heay i- f 
Theſe few kind Words ſhew I'm not quite ankoppy.- 
CATUS MARIUS. 
Then do not contradict my Wil [in this; | 


* 
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1 But part, and when our Hands next meet again, 


Be't in the Heart of Hlla or Metellu—— 


| MARIUS Juuiar. 
| Sound higher, ye ſhrill Inſtruments of War, 
And urge its Horrors up, till they become, 
If poſtible, as terrible as mine. 
Oh my Lavinia! though this Night I fall, 


At my Return I ſhall be doubly happy. 
Sach Trials the great aneient Hero's paſt, 
Who little preſent Happineſs could taſte, 


SCENE U. MetAlus's Houſe. 


Tuer LAVI NIA. 


LAFINITA. 

Gallop a-pace, ye fiery-footed Steeds, 
Tow'rds Pæbu Lodging. 
As Phatton would laſh you to the Weſt, 
And bring in cloudy Night immediately. 
9pread thy cloſe Curtains, Love- 
To ſober-fuited Matron all in black ; 
That jealous Eyes may wink, and Marius 
Leap to theſe Arms untalk'd of, and unſeen. 
Oh! give me Marius; and when he ſhall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little Stars; 
And he will make the Face of Heaven fo dne, 


Ta. - » . — -4 — — — — 2 
— 3 V ˙ m — — * _— — 


And pay no Worſhip to the gaudy Sun. 
Oh! I have bought the Manſion of a Love, 
4 But not poſſeſt it. Tedious is this Day, 

| As is the Night before ſome Feſtival 
To an impatient Child that has new Robes. 


Enter NURSE ad Cionivs 


[ Trumpet, again 


Yet did 2 Actions, and were Gods at laſt, [Exit, 


$5ck a Charlatoes:: 


performing Night, . 


That all the World ſhall grow in love with Night, 


And may not wear em. Welcome, Nurſe: what 1 


Phthaſis 
Th' 


ls long 
Is thy 
ay eit 


Wel 
how te 
ind fo 
tot to 
dave 5. 


No, 
hat | 


Oh! 
beat: 
My Ba 
beſhre\ 
o cat 


of Carus Manuy 3. 16g 
flow fares the Lord of all my joys, my Marius? 


+1 'NUREE. |. 
it. Oh! a Chair! a Chair! no Queſtions, but a Chair! 80. 7 


rin, en 
., prychee Nurſe, why doſt thou look fo fad? | 
0h! do not ſpoil the Mufick of good Tidings _ 
With ſuch a melancholick wretched Face, _ 
nee 
Oh! I am weary, very weary. Chains, my Cordial 
Bottle. Fy ! how my Bones ake! what unt have Thad! 
I — LAFINIA. © 
4 


71 
1 
* 


Do not delay me thus, but quickly tell me, 
Will Marius come To-night? Speak, will he come? 
NURSE. 

Alas! alas! what Haſte? oh! cannot you tay a little ? 
ch! do not you ſee that I'm out of Breath ? oh! ** 
Phthiſick ! Clodius, the Cordial. 

CL AYINTA. 

Th' Excuſe thou mak'K for this unkind } 
|; longer than the Tale thou haſt to tell. 
| thy News good or bad? anſwer to that. 
y either, and Þ11 tay the Circumſtance. 

NURSE. 
Well, you have made a fimple Choice: you know not 
how to chuſe a Man. Yet his Leg excels all Mens. 
ind for a Hand, and a Foet and a Shape, though they are 
vt to be talk*d'of—yet they are _F nne What, 
lave you din'd men | 
4PTNIA. . 


No, no: what wollt Queſtions doſt thou aſk * 
That ſays he of his coming ? what of that? 
NURSE. 
Oh! how my Head akes! what a Head have 11. 
beats as if it would fall in twenty Pieces. 


My Back o't'other Side! ah! my Back! my Back! 
ſhrew your Heart for ſending me about 
o catch my Death. This Back of mine will break. 


{awe 
* As 
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LAKINIS. 
Indeed I'm ſorry, if thou art not well. 
But } pr 'ythee tell me, Nurſe, what ſays my Love? 
x4. NURSE, lt; 57 


Why, your Love fays like an honeſt 1 and 


a kind Gentleman, and a handſome and I'll warrant 


a virtuous Gentleman. F. Well———what? 


Where, s your Father? + 
HOG LAY 1 IN I * , 
Where's my Father ? why, he's at he Senate. 
How oddly thou reply't!. .; n 
Your Love ſays ike an honeſt 3 
Where is your Father ? +: 
NUR SE. Tr 
Oh good bode dear! 
Are you ſo hot? marry come up, I trow. 
Is this a Poultis for my alaing Bones? 
Henceforward do your Meſſages vwurſelf. 1 
LATIN 
Nay, pry'thee be not angry Nurſe, I meant 
No III. Speak kindly, will my Marius come ? 
NURSE. 
Will he? will a Duck ſwim? . 
LAFTINI 4. r 
Then he will © come, 
x; FAR v UA. 
Come ? why, he will come upon all Four, but he'll 
come. Go, get you in, and ſay your Prayers; Go. 


LAFINITA. _ 
For Bleſſings on my Marius and thee. 
R KEE” 
Well, it would be a ſad Thing, tough 
LAVINIA. 
What? 
NURSE. 


If Marius ſhould | not come now bor deres 1 
Doings at the Gates, they are at it ding dong. Tantarara 
2 | 80 


go the 
the OW 


And 
The N 
Or ſtri 


Enter 
SUL 
Side 
the « 


Oh 
Delive 
dee he 
Proſtr: 
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go the Trumptts;- Shout, cry” che Soldiers; clatter, go 
the Swords I'IIEwarrant 1 made no ſmalPHaſte— ” 
LAFINTA. — 
And ãs my!Meriur there? alas my Fears! [Trumpets,” 


The Noiſe come this Way. Guard my Love, ye Gods, 


Or irike me with your'T hunder when ie falls. [Extunt, 5 
SCENE III. "The Fer: 


Euter C Alus Marivs, Mixtus Junior, —— 
SULPITIUS, Carur us, Ce. Guards, Lifors on one 
Side: METELLVS; SYLL A, Q. Pourrius, Guards on 2 


the other. , [7 rumpels found a March, 
ME 7 E LL US. 
Oh thou God, 
Deliverer of Rome, moſt bleſt of. Men! 


dee here the Fathers of thy bleeding Country 
Proſtrate for Refuge at thy. Feet: der W 
The Terror of our F reedom, and thy Foe, - 
The Perſecutor of thy Friends, the W cob 
Of Truth and Juftice, and the Plague of Rome. 
| CAIUS MARIUS. 

What art thou that canſt lend thy Qaviſh Ears 

To flatt'ring Hypocriſy ? ? | 
"> 82, LL A. 
4 My Name thou haſt heard, 
And fled from. I am the Friend of Rome, 
The Terror and the Bane of thee her Foe. 
CAI MARIUS. 

If thou'rt her Friend, why com'ſt thou here thus arm'd, 

dlaughtering her Citizens, and laying waſte her Walls ? 
04 3 46M 

To free her from a Tyrant's Power. 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
Who # ns that Tyrant? 


SYLL A. * | 
Thou, who haſt oppreſt 


Her 


De His Tov ond Fair 
* "wt made thyſelf by Force a Conſul, 


Set free her Slaves, and arm/4/em againſt her Laws, c 


CATUS MARIUS. * 
Hear this, ye Romans, and then judge ny 
Have I oppreſt you? have I, foreꝰd you Laws? 
Am I a Tyrant? I-whom ye have rais'd, 
For my true Services, to what I am ? 
Remember th* Ambrexs, Cimbri, * 
Remember the confed' rate War. | 
| EA "oy ES 
. - Where thou, ** 
Cold and delaying, wer't by Silo brav'd, | 
Scorn'd by thy Soldiers, and at laſt compell'd 
Ingloriouſly to quit th' unwei | 
Remember too who baniſh'd. Metellus, 
The Friend and Parent of thy obſcure Family 
That rais'd thee from a Peaſant to a Lord. jt | 
CAU MHRIUS.. 3 
Baſely thou wrong ſt the Tyuth. My Actions n 


„ 


Hadſt thou been born a Peaſant, Rill thou'dſt been ſo: | 


But I by Service to my Country ve made a 
My Name renown'd i in Peace, and fear'd i in Wars 


-SYLL A. ; 

In the Tugurthine War, whoſe King was taken 

Pris'ner by me, and Marius triumph'd for't. 
 "CAIUS MARIUS. . 

Thou ſtol'ſt him baſely, ſtol'ſt him at the Price | 
Of his Wife's Luſt: Thou barter'dſt his Betraying, 
And in the Capitol haſt Pageants ſet | bs 
In Memory of thy Vanity and Shame. 
| STLLA.. 


Thy Shame. | 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
My Honour, proud thn Boy, 
Who wouldſt be gaudy in an unfit Dreſs, | 
And wear my caſt-off Glonies after me. 


SYLL 4. 


A. 


of Cary $ Ma . 

S Hi 
I'd — he Wider, 
zy him left dangling on-& Highway Hedge, 
Than ſoil my Laurels wr Tug nn 


Thou ſcorn'd Plebeian. 


| CAIUS MARIUS. 
15 | Work Perdition catch thee. 


Diband that Ront of Rebels. at thy Heels, 
And yield thyſelf to Juſtige and the Senate. 
CAU MARIUS. „ 
Juſtice from thee demanded on my Head? 
Firſt clear thyſelf, quit thy uſurp'd Command: 
Approach and kneel to me, whom thou haſt ita d. 
8 LLC A. | 
Upon thy Neck I Would. | 
_,CATUS MARIUS. F \ 
As ſoon thou'dt take 


3 
169 
* * 

# * F 


an the Ben: Than da not think on t. 


A e. e 
I dare, and more. | IS 


c41us MARIUS: 


Then Gods, I take your Word; 


f there be Truth in you, I ſhall not fall 
This Day. My Friends and Fellow-Soldiers, now, 
Fight as I've ſeen you: For the Life of Hylla, 
Leave it to me; for much Revenge muſt go 
Along with Deach, when ſuch a Vidim bleeds. . 
.SYLL 4. 
My Lords withdraw. 

METE LL Us 8. 1 80 

No, truſt the Gods; I'll ſee 
My Country's Fate, and with her live or die. | 


fm. 


5114 
Now, my Veterans, conſider 


Now, $ylle. 


Vor. III. 
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You fight for Laws, for Liberty; and Life. 
CAMs MARITUS. 
Rebellion never wanted that Pretence. 


Tbou Shadow of what I have been, thou Puppet | 
Of that great State and Honours I have borne. | 


If thou'lt do ſomething worthy of thy Place, 

Let's join-our Battle with a Force may glut 

"The Throat of Death, and choak him with himſelf ; 
As fiercely as deſtroying Whirlwinds riſe, 

Or as Clouds daſh when Thunder ſhakes: the Skies. 


[Trumpets found a Charge : they fig bt. 


— — taken by SYLL a 's Parg. 


CAIUS MARIUS. 

erties: and a Priſoner ? Is this all 
That's left of Marius The old naked Trunk 
Of that tall Pine that was? Away, ye Shrubs, 
Ye clinging Brambles ; do not clog me thus, 
But let me run into the Jaws of Death, 3 
And finiſh my ill Fate. Or muft I be 
Preſerv'd a publick Spectacle, expos'd 
To Scorn, and make a Holiday for Slaves? 
Oh! that Thought's Hell. Sute I ſhould know thy Face. 


Thou haſt borne Office under me. If e'er 
In my beſt Fortune I deſery'd thy Friendſhip, 


Give me a Romans Death, and ſet me free, 
That no Diſhonour in my Age o'ertake me. 
OFFICER. © 
I've ſerv'd and lov'd you well: Nor would I ſee 
Your Fall——My Orders were, to ſave your Life. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 2 
Thou'rt a Time- ſerver, that canſt flatter Miſery. 
Enter Ma RI s Junior, G RANIUSAandSULPITIUS 
Priſoners, 
My Sons in Bonds too, and Sulpitius 7 
SULPITH#US. 
Ves, the Rat-catchers have trapp'd me. Now muſt An 


[ $9 
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Be Food for Crows, and ſtinlæ upon 4 Trete, | 

Whilſt Coxcombs ſtroll abroad on Holidays 
To take the Air, and fee me rot. A-Pox | 


On Fortune, and a Pox on that firſt Fool 
That taught the World Ambition. 


Enter Qu lx r us Por $1 6 bie, before 4 
2. po Ius, 


Draw near, 
Ye Men of Reme, and hear the Law pronounc'd, 
Thou Marius, whoſe Ambition and whoſe Pride 
Have coſt ſo many Lives, the firſt that eber 
Wag'd civil Wars in Rome, thee and thy Sons, 
Thy Family and Kin, with that vile Slaye 
And Miniſter of all thy Outrages, 
The curs'd Su/pitius, Baniſhment's your Lot; 
After To-morrow's Dawn if found th” ty, 
Death be your Doom: So hath the Senate laid. 
So flouriſh Peace and Liberty in Rome. 


Ex. Q Pompeius, Li&ors, erying nne 
CAIUS MARIUS. | 

I thank ye, Gods, upon my Knees L thank ye, 
For plaguing me above all other Men. 
Come, ye young Heroes, kneel and praiſe the Heav'ns, 
For crowning thus your youthful Hopes; . Ha, ha, ha! 
What pleaſant Game hath Fortune play'd To-day? - 

Oh! I could burſt with Laughter. Why, now Rome's 
A; Peace. But may it be as ſhort and vain _ 
As Joys but dreamt of, or as ſick Mens Slumbers. 
Now let's take Hands, and bending to eee 
To all th? infernal Pow! rs let's ſwear. 1 


ALL. 


* 


* we fear | 
CAIUS M 4R IUS, 
That's well: By all the Deſtinies, , 
ly all the Furies, and che Piends that wait 
about the Throne of Hell, and by Hell's King; 


H 2 Wel 
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We'll bring Deſtruction to this curſed City; 
Let not one Stone of all. her Towers ſtand ſafe. 


MAR 16s Junior. 
Let not her Temples nor her Gods eſcape. 


GRANIUS. 
Let Huſbands in their Wives Eylene periſh. 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
Her young Men maſlacred. 
SULPITIUS. 
Her Virgins raviſh'd. 
MARIUS Junior. 
And let her Lovers all my Torments feel, 
Doating like me, and like me baniſhed, 
Thus let 'em curſe, thus raving tear their Hair, 
And fall upon the Ground as I do now. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Riſe then, and to Laviaia go. This Night's thy own. 


MARIUS Junior. 
And ever after Pain and Sorrow. 
But go thou, find Lawinia's Woman out To his Servant. 


3 


V7 


Tell her Pll come, and bid her chear my Love, No 
For I'll not fail, but in this Night enjoy . Of 
Whole Life, and forgive Nature what's to come. Ni 
CAIUS MARIUS. +1 + Up 
Thus then let's part; each take his ſeveral Way, WI 
As to a Taſk of Darkneſs: When we meet Im 
In hated Exile, we'll compute Accompts, 
And fee what Miſchief each has gathered, then. 0 
tor, Rome, I ſhall:be yet once more thy Lord, San 
If Oracles have Truth, and, Augurs lye not. To 
For yet a Child, and in my Father's Fields At 
Playing, I ſeven young Eagles chanc'd to find; . To 


Which gathering up Ito my Parents bore. 

The Gods were-ſought, who promis'd me from thence 
As many Times the Conſulate in Rome, | 
Six Times already I've that Office bore, 


And ſo far has the Prophecy prov'd true. . 
ut 


its 


And thou ſhalt feel me then, ungrateful Rome. [Exeunt. 


of Carus Marrvs. 17 
But if I've manag'd ill the Time that's paſt, | 


And too remiſs fix elder Fortunes loſt, | 
The youngeſt Darling-Fate is yet to come, 


SCENE. The Garden. 
Enter Lavinia'and MAR US Junior. 
LAVINIA. 
ILT thou be gone? It is not yet near Day. 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
That pierc'd the fearfal Hollow of thy Ear. 
Nightly on yon Pomegranate-tree ſhe ſings. 
Believe me, Love, it was the Nightingale. 
Oh! 'twas the Lark, the Herald of the Morn, 
No Nightingale. Look, Love, what envious Streaks 
Of Light embroider all the cloudy Eaſt, 
Night's Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day 
Upon the Mountain-tops fits gaily dreſt, 
Whilſt all the Birds bring Muſick to his Levee. 
I muſt be gone — or ſtay and die— 


+ SS AFPFENTH. wv 21 
Oh! oh! whine bed Bestens my Lot! 
Sure, giving thee, Heav'n grew too far in Debt 
To pay, 'til BankrupteHke it broke ; whilſt JI, 
A poor compounding Creditor, am forc d 
To take a Mite for endleſs Sums of Joy. 
"MARIUS mer. 
Let me be taken, let me ſuffer Death, 
I am content, if thou wilt have it ſo 
By Heav'n, yon gray is not the Morning's Eye, 
H 3 
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But the Reflection of pale Cynth:a's Brightneſs 3 | Thi 
Nor is't the Lark we hear, whoſe Notes do beat Wh 
So high, and echo in the Vault of Heay'n. | Ant 
I'm al} Defire to ſtay, no Will to go. 
. is't, my Soul? let's talk: It is not Day. I 
LAFINIA. % 0 WI 
It is, it is— Fly hence away, my Marius, De! 
It is the Latk, and out of Tune ſhe fings, It, 
With grating Diſcords and unpleaſing Strainings. WI 
Some ſay the Lark and loathſome Toad change Eyes; I k 
Now I could wiſh they had chang'd Voices too; Or 
Or that a Lethargy had ſeiz d the Morning, 
And ſhe had ſlept and never wak'd again, f 
To part me from th*Embraces of my Love. But 
What ſhall become of me, when thou art gone ? ©h 
: MARIUS Tumor. Or 
The Gods that heard our Vows, and know our Loves, If! 
Seeing my Faith, and thy unſpotted Truth, In 
Will ſure take Care, and let no Wrongs annoy thee. Ma 
Upon my Knees Pl! afk em every Day, | T': 
How my Lavinia does: And every Night, 
In the ſevere Diſtreſſes of my Fate, 5 f 
As I perhaps ſhall wander through the Deſart, Of 
And want a Place to reſt my weary Head on, Ma 
VI count the Stars, and bleſs em as they ſhine, Ho 
And court them all for my Lavinia's Safety. Ti 
LAVINIA. 1 7 Sh: 
Oh Baniſhment, eternal Baniſhment! 7 An 
Neer to return! muſt we ne'er meet again? 
My Heart will break, I cannot think that Thought \ 


And live. Could I but fe to th End of Woe, 5 
There were ſome Comfort — but eternal Torment 
Is ever inſupportable to Thought. ä To 
It cannot be that we ſhall part for ever. 
MARIUS Junior. 
No, for my Baniſhment may be recall'd ; We 
My Father once more hold a Pow'r in Rome: | _ In 
| | en 


ef Carus Max Ius. 2 
Then I ſhall boldly claim Lavinia mine, 
Whilſt happieſt Men ſflall envy at the Bleſſing, 
And Poets write the Wonders of our Loves. 
LAYINTA. 
If by my Father's Cruelty I'm forc'd, 
When left alone, to yield to Sy/la's Claim, 
Defenceleſs as Jam, and thou far from me, 
If, as I muſt, I rather die than ſuffer't,- 
What a ſad-Tale will that be when *tis told thee F 
I know not what to fear, or hope, or think, 
Or ſay, or do. I cannot let thee go. 
| MARIUS Funior: 
A thouſand Things would, to this Purpoſe ſaid, 
But ſharpen and add Weiglit to parting Sorrow. 
Oh my Lavinia if my Heart e'r {tray, [ Kireels. 
Or any other Beauty ever charm me, Es | 
If I live not entirely only thine, 
In that curſt Moment when my Soul forſakes thee, 
May I be hither brought a Captive bound, 
T*adorn the Triumph of my baſeſt Foe. 
EAVINIA. 
And if I live not faithful to the Lord 
Of my firſt Vows, my deareſt only Marius, 
May I be brought to Poverty and Scorn, 
Hooted by Slaves forth from thy Gates, O Rome, 
Till flying to the Woods t'avoid my Shame, 
Sharp Hunger, Cold, or ſome worſe Fate — me; 
And not one Tree vouchſafe a Leaf to hide me. 
| MARIUS Junior. 1 
What needs all this ?— 


"LATINITA 
h! 1 could find out Things 
To talk to thee for ever. 


MARIUS Junior. 
Weep not; the Time 


We had to ſtay together has been 3 
In richeſt Love. 
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LAYINITAY. 
We ought. to ſummon all 
The Spirit of ſoft Paſſion up, to chear | 
Our Hearts thus lab'ring with the Pangs of parting, 
Oh my poor Marius 
MARIUS Juxior. | 
Ah my kind Lavinia. f 


LAVINETEA. 
But Coſt thou think we c&'er ſhall meet again? 
"MARIUS Junior. 

I doubt it not; and all theſe Woes ſhall ſerve 

For ſweet Diſcourſes in our Time to come. 
LAVINVIA. 

Alas! T have an ill-divin! 'ng Soul ; | 
Methinks 1 ſee thee, now thou'rt ** my Arms, 
Like a ſtark Ghoſt, with Horror in thy Viſage. | 
Either my Eye-ſight ſails, or thou look'ſt pale, 


MARIUS San, We 


And truſt me, Love, in my Eye ſo doſt thou. 
Dry Sorrow drinks our Blood —Farewel, 


LAYVINITA. 


Farewel then. [ Exit. Mar. Jun. 


NURSE [within] 
L47714 


NURSE ſfwithin.] 
Your Father's up, and Day-light broke abroad, 


Madam. 
My Nurſe. 


LATIN F 4. | 
Hah! is he gone? my Lord, my. Huſband, Friend, 
J muſt hear from thee every Hour 1'th' Day: 


For abſent Minutes feem as many Days. 
Oh! by this Reck'ning I ſhall be moſt old, 


Ere I again behold my Marius. Nay, 


Gone too already! I'was unkindly done, 
I had not yet imparted half my Soul.” 


M. 


W. 


(ot 


of Caius MAR TUS. 177 
Not a third Part of its fond jealous Fears : 

But Ill purſue him for't, and be reveng'd ; 

Hang ſuch a tender Tale about his Heart, 

Shall make it tingle as his Life were ſtung : 

Nay too—1'll love him; never, never leave him; 

Fond as a Child, and reſolnte as a Man. [Exit Lavinia. 


Emer Mirz muſing. 


METELLUS. | 

Sylla this Morglag parts from hence to Capua, 
To head that Army. Ciana muſt be Conſul—— 
Ay, Ciana muſt be. He's a buſy Fellow, 
Knows how to tell a Story to the Rabble, 
Hates Marius too : that, that's the deareſt Point: 
I hope the Snares for Marius laid may take him. 
A hundred Horſe are in Purſuit to find him : 
And if they catch him, his Head's ſafe, that's certain. 
OZavius will be the other—be it ſo. 
An honeſt, fimple, downright-dealing Lord: 
A little too 0 religions, that's his F ault. 


* 


Euter a SERVANT. 
| SER VAN C. 
A Letter left you by a Lictor, 
Who told us that it came N Lord pou | 


 Meaellus reads the Letter: * 


LAME not, Sir, my parting | 
So fuddenty : Juft now Pye had Advice 

Of fame Diſturbance in the Camp at Capua. 
Commend my tender ff Faith to fair Lavinia. 
You're Sylla'? Advocate with her and Rome. 


| Dur Nons's. 
Well, Nurſe 7 % ++ 4 


H 5 | ME. 
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METELLOS 5 ³·1 46 N 
How does et Daughter? 343 
"NORSE : 

Truly very ill : She has not flept à Wink: 


Nothing but toſs'd and tumbled al this Night; | 


T left her Juſt now flumb? ring. 
This Lord Hlla does ſo run in her Head. 


METELLUS. 
Oh! were N ig Wen Heart, Nurſe! 


F »N Ur A*. 
Were — 7 


Why, ſhe thinks of 2— fs, talks M nothing an 
dreams of nothing elſe. She would needs have me 
with her t'other Night. But about Midnight (11 ſwear it 
wak'd me out of a ſweet Nap) ſhe. takes me faſt 1 * * 
Arms, and cries, Oh my Lord Sylla; but! 70 n 1 
you be true? Then figh'd, and fretch'd—— car 1 
Arn ' TY 


half afraid. 
METE L L US. 
She's ſtrangely alter d then. 
This Morning two-new / Conſuls muſt be choſen. 
If they are true, thoſe Tidings thou haſt brought me, 
Wait while ſhe wakes, and tell her tis my Pleaſure, 


At my Return from th' Forum, that I ſee her [Exit Metel. 


VERSE. 
So ſo! here will be ſweet Doings in time. How many 
hundred Lies a Day muſt I tell, to N12 this "ROY, at 
Peace ? 


Enter LaAv.3n ba 18 


4 K 
1 


LAYINTA. -& ' 
Oh Nurſe! Where art thou? Hi my Picher gone 
NURSE. 
Gone? Yes; and I would I were gone too. 
L47114. 


Why doſt thou ſigh ? What Cauſe haſt thou to with ſo? 
Thou 


Wert thou diſtreſt, unfortunate as I am, 


Ti 


5 


of Carios Malus. 179 
Thou hadſt then Cauſe. 
What ſhall I do? Oh, how alone am I! 
] walk methinks as Half of me were loſt: 
Yet, like a maim'd Bird, flutter, flutter on, 
And fain wou'd find a Hale to hide my Head in. 
NURSE. 
Odds my Boddikins ! but why thus dreſt, Madam ? 
Why in this Pickle, ſay you now ? 
LAVINGTA. 
Seem not to wonder, nor dare to oppoſe me, 
For I am deſperate, and teſolv d on Death. 
In this unhappy, wayward, humble Dreſs, s 
After my Love a Pilgrimage Pll rake, 
Forſake deſerted Rome,” and find my Marius. 

And I muſt ſtay behind to be hang'd up, like an old 
Pole-Cat in ene for a Warning to all Vermin that 
ſhall come after me. Would 1 were fairly dead for i 
Week, *till this were over. 

"LAPTNTH. 

This Morning's Opportunity i is fair, 
When all are buſy in elecking "Confuls ; ERS 
I ſhall eſcape unſeen without the Gates, 
And this Night i in a Litter reach Salonium. 


RI QIONI 115 {3 - 
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NURSE. | 
I * not; I'll. have nothing to do in't. You wa 
flir. ay, PII raiſe the Houſe firſt, Why Clodius ! 


dae, 2 pronia } Theftia ! Men and Maids, where 
ou? Oht oh! oh! 
* v. gets from ber. . falls baun. Exit Lavinia. 


7 Sabin 
CLODU4US. 


What's the Miter, Mites? | > 
PAS 4. | ; 

Oh Chdy, Che, deat Cluay, is't thee, * 4 cle ? 
11 me, help me up, Run to my Loid 10 the Forum 
H 6 preſenitly z 
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preſently; tell him his Treaſury is robb'd, his Houſe a 


fire, his Daughter dead, and I am mad. ee You'll 


not run. Oh! oh! 1 | ne 


SCE N E changes. to the Country. jr 


Enter ſeveral Herd/men belonging to Marius. 


1 HERDSMAN. 
Good-morrow, Brother; yoy have heard the News, 
2 HE RDSMAN. 
News, quoth a? Trim News truly. 
1 HERDSMAN. 
Why, they ſay our Lord and Maſter's ſtept a one N 
Is there any thing in't trow? 
2 HERDSMAN.. 
Any thing in't? alas-a-day! alas-a-day! fad Times! 


ſad Times, Brother! not a Penny of Money ſtirring. 


1 HERDSMAN.., 
Nay, I thought there was no good Weather towards, 


when my bald-fac'd Heifer ſtuck up her Tail Eaſtward, 


and ran back into a new Quick-ſet, which I had Juſt made 
to keep the Swine from the Beans. i=l 
2 HERDSMAMN. 

And the t'other Night, as I was at Supper, in the 
Chimney-corner, a whole Family of Swallows, that had 
occnpy'd a Tenement theſe ſeven Years, fell down, Neſt 
and all, into the Porridge-pot, and ſpoil'd the Broth. Sad 
1 imes! ſad Times! Brother! 

3 HERDSMAN. 90 
Did you meet no Troopers this Way? 


2 HER DS MAN. 
Troopers? I ſaw a Parcelof Raggooners, I think they 
call 'em, trotting along yon Wood - fide agen ragged Hide- 
bound Jades. I warrant they came for no Goodneſs —— 


1 HERDSMAN. 


Twas to ſeek for Lord * as ſure as Eggs be Legs. 


Theſe 


5 
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of CATUSS Manrus; 18 
Theſe bĩtious Folk make more Stir in the World than a 
thonſand Men. Would my Kine were all in their Stalls. 
Enter ſeveral Soldiers in queſt of Mar1vus. 


1 SOLDIER. '$ | 
This is the Way. "How n now, you Pack of Boobies ? 
whoſe Fools are you; 
"0 E RDS M 4 N. 
Why, we are ſuch Fools as you are 5 any Bodies Fools 
that will pay us our Wages, a 
2 SOLDIER. 
Do you belong to the Traitor Marin, > 
1 HERD$MAN. 
We be belong to Caius Marius, an't like your Worlhip. 


| SOEDTER 7 
Why, this is a civil Fell CW. But = Rogue, you 
are witty and be hang' d, are you? © nds vie! 


2 HERDSMA . 

Fs poor enough to be witty, as you're poor enough 
to be valiant. Had TI but Money . Pd no more 
de a Wit than you'd be Soldier. ee 

„ OX. 
Let the hungry Churl alone. 
* 1 SOLDIER. 

Hark you, 125 Dog: where's your Lord, the Traitor 


Marius ? 


2 HERDS M A V. | 

In a Whole Skin, if he be wiſe— 

1 SOLDIER. 

Where is he, you Poltroon ? 

„ HERDSMAN. _ 

Look you, I keep his Cows and his Oxen here : at ga- 
lonium, but I keep none of him. If you muſt needs know 
where he is, then I muſt needs tell you I don't know. - 

+  4-$OLDTER. | 
Let's to his Houſe hard by, and ranfack that. Sirrah, 


if we mils of him, 9 this. [¶ Treunt Soldiers. 
1 HERDS- 
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1 HERDSMAN. 


body. 
2 HERDSMAN. 


Why, this 'tis now to be 2 great Man. Heavy *r 
me a Cowkeeper ſtili I ſay | 


Enter Ca us Marius and Draht 9. 


CCAIUS MARIUS, 
Where are we? are we yet not near Salomium ? 
Lead me to yonder ſhady Poplar, where 
The poor old Marias a while may ſit, 
And joy in Reſt. Oh my diſtemper'd Head! 
The Sun has beat his Beams fo hard a4 4 
That my Brain's hot as molten Gold. uy Skull | 
Oh my tormented Skull ! Oh *. Rome / | Rome ! 
Hah! what are thoſe ? | 
GCRANTUS. 
They ſeem, Sir, rural . 
Who tend the Herds that graze beneath theſe Woods. 
D, 
Who are you? to what Lord do ye belong ? 
2 HERDSMA{N.. © 


We did belong to Caius Marius ohet : but they ſay 


he's gone a Journey : and now we belong to one another, 
| CATUS MARIUS. 259 
Have ye forgot me then, ungrateful Saves! + off 
Are you ſo willing to difown-your Maſter ? 
Who would have thought tha bade found ſuch re, 
Where Innocence ſeems ſeated by the Gods, | 
As in her Virgin Nakedneſs untainted? © + 
Confuſion on ye, ye ſordid Earthlings. [Ex. all but ont. 
1 HBRDSMAN. 

Oh fly, my Lord, your Foes are thick abroad. 

Juſt now a Troop of Murderers paſt this Way, 


And aſk'd with Horror for the Traitor Marius. 

By this Time at Jalamum, at your Houſe, 5 

They are in ſcarch of yo. Fly, ny, my 1554 [Bok 
CAIU 


'Tis all one to me, T muſt pay tay Rent u d 
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 CAIUS MARIUS. | 
I ſhall be hounded wp and down the World, 
Now every Villain, that is Wretch enough 
To take the Price of Blood, dreams of my Throat, 
Help and ſupport me till I reach the Wood, | 
Then go and find thy wretched Brother out. 
Aſunder we may dodge our Fate, and loſe her, 
In ſome old hollow Tree or o'crgrown Brake 
I'd reſt my weary Limbs till Dn paſs me. 
[Goes into the Weed. | 


Jani Soldiers again; N 


1 80 DIEX. 

A thouſand Crowns ? 'tis a Reward might * 
As many Lives, for they are cheap in Rome; 
And 'tis tos much for o one. AT), 

2 8 OLD 7 R. 
; t's ſet this Wood 

A flaming, if you think he's and, then. 
Quickly you'll ſee th! old Drone crawl bamming. out. 

Thou always lov'ſt to tide full Speed to Miſchief, 
There's no. Conſideration in thee, Look you, when I 
cut a Throat, I love. to do it with as much Deliberation 
and Decency as a Barber cuts a Beard. I hate a llovenly 
Murder done Hand over Head: a Man gets no Credit by it, 

3. SOLDIER... . ' AT. 

The Man that ſpoke laſt, ſpoke well. "Therefore i 
us to yon adjacent Village, and ſowſe ourſelves in good 
F. alernium. Iren Soldiers. 

ca1us: MARIUS. 

Oh Villains! not a Slave of thoſe + . 
Bat has ſerv'd under me, has eat my Bread, B 
And felt my Bounty ! 'parching Drought ! 
Was ever Lion thus by Dogs'emboſ&d? + [i 
Oh! I could ſwallow Rivers: Earth yield me Water; 
Or ſwallow'Mayius down where Springs firtiflow, 

Enter 
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Enter Marre, ae, 


nat 12: 


2 


My Father ! 


| C4I1Us MARIUS. NT 

Oh my Sons! 
+MARIUS . 

Why thus lernt ſtretch'd on the Earth? 


CATUS MARIUS. 
Oh ! get me ſome Refreſhment, cooling Herbs, 
And Water to allay my ravenous 'Fhirft, 
I would not trouble you, if F had Strength : 
But I'm fo faint that all my Limbs are uſeleſs. 
Now have I not one Drachma to buy Food, 
Muſt we then ftarve# No ſure, the Binds will feed us. 


MARIUS: — 
There ſtands a Hòuſe on yonder Side o' th' Wood, 
It ſeems the Manfion of ſome Man of Note: 
TI go and turn a Beggar for my Father. 
CAIUS MARIUS., 
O my Soul's Comfort! do. Indeed want it. 
I, who had once the Plenty of the Earth, 


Now want a Root and Witer. Go, m Boy, 
And ſee who'll give a Morſel to poor Marius, Lap a 


Nay, I'll not ſtarve; No, 1 will plunge 1 in Riot,. 

Wallow in Plenty. Drink! III drink, PIl drink.. 

Sire me that Goblet hither Here's a Health 
To all the Knaves and Senators in Rome. i 


| NA R TU 8 Junigr. . 
Repoſe yourſelf a a while, *ull we return. I 
| CAIUS MARIUS. 
I will, but pr'ythee let me rave a little; © 
Go, pr 'ythee go, and don't delay. I'll "of, R 
As thou ſhalt, Rane if eber *. N raiſe me 
7 gin q Eu. Mar. Jun. 


Enter 
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Tor LaVIN IA. LAS 
Another Murd'rer ? this brings #ting Fate: 
A deadly Snake cloath'd i in a dainty Skin. 
LAVINIA _ 
I've wandered up and down theſe . Meadows , 
'Till I have loſt my Way— 
Againſt a tall, young, lender, een Oak 
Leaning, I found Laviaia in the Bark. 
My Marias ſhould not be far hence. 
8 MARIUS. | 
What art thou, 
That dar'ſt to name that wretched Creature Marias? 
+: TZ. AT 
Do not be angry, Sir, whate'er thou art; 
I am a, poor unhappy Woman, difven 
By Fortune to purſue my baniſh'd Lord. 


CAIUS MARIUS. SE 
By thy diſſembling Tone thou ſhouldſt be — 
And Roman too. | 


LA 7 1 N I 4. 
Indeed 1 am. 
875 US MARIUS.. 
A Roment ? 
If thou art 1 begone, leſt Rage with KEDS 
Aſſiſt my Vengeance and f riſe and kill thee. 
L TOP. vi 
My Father, you ? 
Now thou art 4 cat ; 
For Lies are in thee. 1? am I thy Father? 
I ne'er was yet fo curſt: None of thy Sex 
Eer ſprung from me. My Offspring all are Maler, 
The nobler Sort of Beaſts entit'led Men. 
LAIY TVI 
Lam your Daughter. if your Son's my Lord. 


Have you ne'er heard Lavinia's Name in Reme, 
That 


1866 The His To R Y N Fain 


That wedded with the Son of Marius ? 
| Hah! 

Art thou that fond, that kind and NY Bec Thing, 

That left her Father, n Huſband? 

Come near 


And let me bleſs thee, tho thy Name my Foe. 


LAFINIA. 
Alas, my Father, you feem much oppreſt : 
Your Lips are parcht,. Blood-ſhor your Eyes and ſunk, 
Will you partake ſuch Fruits as [ have gather'd ? 
Tafte, Sir, this Peach, and this Pomegranate ; both 
Ripe and refreſhing. 


C4 US MARIUS. 
hat all this from thee, 
Thou Angel, whom the Gods have ſent to aid me ? 
I don't deſerve thy Bounty. 


ZAFVINIA. 
Here, Sir's more. 
I found a cryſtal Spring too in the Wood, 
And took ſome Water: tis moſt foft and cool. 


CAIUS' MARIUS. 
An TOE but I ſhall rob thee. 
EAVINTA. s 4 2 
No, 


ve eat, and Aale va my. Thirſt, But where's my Lord, 
498 My deareſt Marius? 2 


c MARIUS. + +. 
To th' neighb'ring Village, 


He's gone to 3 Father's en 888 2488 * 


" 4 VINIA.- 
Will you then call me Daughter? will yc you own it? 
I'm much o'er-paid for all the Wrongs of Fortune. 
Rut ſurely Marius can't be brought to want, 


I've Gold and Jewels too and they'll buy Food. | 


Enter 


Sce 


Ane 


Sure 
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Euter MAnznvs Junior. 


CAU MARIUS. 
See here, my Marius, what the Gods have ſent us. 
See thy Lavinia. 11 | 
MAR? V's — | 
Hah! I run and enbrace 
CA4IUS MA RIUS. 
What dumb at meeting ? 
MARIUS . 2 
Why weeps my Love f 
LAYINITA. . 
I cannot ſpeak, Tears fo obſtruct my. Words, 
And choak me with unutterable Joy. 
AR ru 8 * 
Oh wy Heart's Joy? | 
IR Tartu . nin” 
My Soul! © _- 40 
** * R 1 U'S Junior. 
: But haſt thou left 
Thy Father's Houſe, the Den ego comrel] 
To follow Defart-Miſery !. EEE 
2 ACFINS 7D 
Ine 
To bear a Part in every Thing that's chine, 
Be't Happineſs or Me th, In theſe Woods, 
Whilſt from purſuing, Enemies you're ſaſe 
I'll range about and find the Fruits and Springs, a 
Gather cool Sedges, Daffodils ang Eilies, þ . 
And ſofteſt Camomile to make us Beds. 
Whereon my Love and I at Night will ſleep, 
And dream of better Fortune. 


Exter Granny v J ** ia ewith Wine and Meat. 


| CAU MARIUS. © 
Yet more Plenty? 


cn the Godof redes haunts cheſs Woods FE 
And 


> - 


—— . 


— — n Y cn > I * 
4 FR " oY 2 - . — — = W > - 


e =Cy Me. Wo. ww EE LLC 2 
PR a - we * - —5 


Till baniſh'd out of Rome for ſerving thee, 


» Wer W — 4. — 1 
- . + * - 
- 
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And means to entertain us as his Gueſs. 7 


51A E RYAN KC 
I am ſent hither; Marius, from my Lord, 
Sextilius the Prætor, to relieve thee, 
And warn thee that thou ſtrait depart this Place, 
Elſe he the Senate's Edict muſt obey, 


And treat thee as a Foe of Rome. 


"CATU'S MARTTUS. 
n : But did he, 

Did he, Sexti Bas, bid thee Tay all this? 
Was he too proud to come and ſee his Maſter. 
That rais'd him out of nothing? Was he not 
My menial Servant once, and wip'd theſe Shoes, 
Ran by my Chariot-wheels, my Pleaſares watcht, 
And fed upon the Voidings of my. Table ? 
Durſt he affront me with a ſordid Alms ? 
And ſend a ſaucy Meſſage by a Slave? 
Hence with thy Scraps: back to thy Teeth I daſh em. 
* gone whilſt thou art ſafe. Hold, ſtay a little. 


SE RYAN. 
What Anſwer would you have me carry back? 


CAIUS N AR IUS. 

. Goto Sextiling,. tell him thou haſt ſeen 
2 Caius Marius baniſh'd from his Country, 
Sitting in Sorrow, on the naked Earth, 
Amidſt an ample Fortuye once hrs own, 
Where now he cannot claim a Turf to ſleep on. [ Ex. Serv. 
. How am! fallen! Mufck? Sure the Gods [8277 Muſick 
"aw mad, or have'defign'd to make me ſo. 


Enter Maxr nA. | 


24 


| well, what art thou? 


M 4 R TH 4. uy 
Am I a Stranger to thee? 
Martha's my Name, the Syrian Propheteſs, 
That us'd to wait upon thee with good Fortune; bs 


Pye 


Purſl u 


dexti 


2 


Che 
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Tve ever ſince inhabited theſe Woods, 
And ſearch'd the deepeſt Arts of wiſe Foreknowledge. 


CATIUS'MARTUS.' 

I know thee now moſt well. When thou wert gone, 
All my good Fortune left me. My lov'd TOO" 
That us'd to hover oer my happy Head, | 
And promiſe Honour in the Day of Battle, 

Have ſince been ſeen no more. Even Birds of . 
Forſake unhappy Marius : Men of Prey 
Purſue him ſtill. Haſt thou no. Hopes in Store? 


MART HA. 
A hundred Spirits wait upon my Wall,” 
To bring me Tidings from th' Earth's fartheſt Corners, 
Of all that happens out in States and Councils: N 
tell thee therefore, Nome 15 once more thine. 
The Conſuls have had Blows, and Cinna's beaten, 
Who with his Army comes to find thee out, 
To lead him back with Terror to that City. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Speak on, 
MARTHA. 
Nay, ere thou think it he'll be with thee. 
But let thy Sons, and theſe fair Nymphs retire, 
Whilſt I relieve thy weary'd Eyes with Sleep, 
And chear thee in a Dream with promis'd Fate. | 


M 4 R. IU S Junior. 
Come, my Lavinia, Granius, wel withdraw _ 
To ſome cool Shade, and wonder at our F ortune. _ [ Exe. 
| [Martha WAVES her Ward—— 4 Dance. 


CAIUS MARIUS. =. 
O Reft, thou Stranger to my Senſes. welcome. 


Enter Servant and a Ruff. 


SERYANT. 
Ten Attick Talents ſhall be thy Haves, 


dextilius gives em thee.” Diſpatch — 9 105 
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RUFFIAN. 
Fear not, he never wakes again, 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
No more. 
I'll hear no more. Metellas live? No, no: 
He dies, he dies. So, bear him to the Tiber, 
And plunge him to the Bottom. Hah, Antonius / 


Where are my Guards? Diſpatch that talking Knave, 


That when he ſhould be doing publick Service, 
Conſumes his Tume in Speeches to the Rabble, 
And ſows Sedition in a City. Down, 
Down with Pompeius too, that call'd me Traitor. 
Hah ! art thou there? Welcome once more, old Marian 
To Rome's Tribunal, 

RUFFIA v. | 

Now's the Time. 


CAIUS MARIUS. © 
| Stand off, 


Secure that Gau Dar ſt thou kill Caius Marius ? (Water, 


Hah ! ſpeak ? What art thou ? 
RUFFIAN. 
| By Sextilius hired 

I hither came to take your Life. Spare mine, 

And I'Il for ever ſerve you at your Feet. a 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
What barb'rous Slaves are theſe, that envy me 
The open Air; ſet Prices on my Head, 
As they would do on Wolves that ſlay their Flock! 


Eater SULPITIUS. 


Trumpets ! Sulhitius, where haſt thou been wand'ring 

Since the late Storm that drove us from each other ? 
SULPITIUS. 

Why, doing Miſchief up and down the City, 

Picking up diſcontented Fools, belying 

The Senators and Government, deſtroying _. — 

Faith amongſt honeſt Men, and pfaifing Knaves. 

CAIUS 


[Trumpets. 


Oh, 


£1 


Non 
Is tha 
Advar 
And x 
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CAIUS MARIUS. 
Oh, but where's Cianas 
SUL PITIUS. 
' Ready to ſalute - you- 


Enter CI x NA attended with Lifors od Gent 


CINNA. 
Romans, once more behotd-your Cy * 
Is that a Fortune fit for Caius Marius 
Advance your Axes and your Rods — In, 
And give him all the Cuſtoms of his Honour. 
CAIUS MARIUS. © | 
Away : ſuch Pomp becomes not wretched Marias ? 
Here let me pay Obedience to my Conſul, 
Lead me, great Cinna, where thy Foes have wrong'd thee, 
And ſee how thy old Soldier will obey. 
CINNA 
O Marius, be our Hearts united ever, 
To carry Deſolation into Rome, 
And waſte that Den of Monſters to the Earth. 
CATUS MARIUS. 
Shall we? 


1 ik 


CINNA. | 
We'll dot. That godly ſoothſay ing Fool, 
That ſacrifcing Dolt, that Sot Ocauius, ; 
When we were C- Conſuls in the Forum, 
Diſown'd me for his Collegue ; ſaid, the Gods 
Had told him I deſign'd * Pow'r ; 
Provok*d the Citizens, who took up Arms, 
And drove me forth the Gates. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
ae Miſchief ! ! 


CEN * 4 

N No ſooner was gone, 

But a large Part of that great City follows g me. 
There's not an honeſt Spirit leſt in Bens, 


That does not own my Cauſe, and with for Maria 
C410 


What's to be done ? 


192 The HISTORY and FALL 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Bring me my Horſe, my Armour, and the Laurel 
With which when I'd o'ercome three barb'rous Nations, 


I enter'd crown'd with Triumph into Rome. 
I go to freeher now from greater Miſchiefs. 


Enter Manivus Junior * Granivs. 
O my young Warrior — 


* ARIUS Junior. 
Curſt be the Light, 
And ever curl be all theſe Regions round us. 
Lavinia's loſt, borne back with Forte to Reme, 
By Ruffians headed by her Father's Kinſmen ; | 
And like a Coward too I live, yet ſaw it. [Exit 
CAIUS MARIUS. 

Oh Marius ! Marius let not plaints come from thee, 
Nor cloud the Joy that's breaking on thy Father. 
If ſhe be back in Rome, Lawinia's thine. 

To-morrow's Dawn reſtores her to thy Arms, 
For that fair Miſtreſs, Fortune, which has coſt 
So dear, for which ſuch Hardſhips I have paſt, 
Is coy no more, but crowns my Hopes at laſt. 


: < 


I'm mad as promis'd Bridegrooms, borne away _ 
With Thoughts of nothing but the joyful Day. [iy 


SCENE ul. Metellus 5 Hauſe 


I long to embrace her; nay, tis Death to ſtay. | 


Enter METELLUS, Lavinia, and Trias of HymEn. 


11:34 bf 7 INTA. 
Nay, you have catch'd me: You may TAY 
But with my Cries Il! rend the echoing Heav'ns, 
Till all the Gods are Witneſs how you uſe me. 


METE LLUS. et 
What? like a Vagrant fly thy Father's Houſe? 
And follow fulſomely an exil'd Slave, os at 
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Diſdain'd by all the World, but abje& thou? 
Reſolve to go, or bound be ſent to Sylla, 
With as much Scorn as thou, haſt r Shame. 


LAV INIA. 4 
Do, bind me, kill me, rack theſe Linds's Pl nd its 
But, Sir, conſider ſtill I am your Daughter; 
And one Hour's Converſe with this holy Man 
May teach me to repent, and ſhew Obedience. 


METELLUS. 
Think not t'evade me by protracting Time: 
For if thou doſt not, may the Gods forſake me, 
As I will thee, if thou eſcape my Bury, — LExit. 


"LAFINTA.” 

Oh! bid me leap (rather than go to Sy//a) 
From off the Battlements of any Tow'r, 
Or walk in thieviſh Ways, or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents are: chain me with roaring Bears; 
Or hide me nightly i in a Charnel-houſe 
O'er-cover'd quite with dead Mens rattling Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chapleſs Sculls : 
Or bid me go into a new-made Grave, 
And hide me with a dead Man in his Shroud : 
Things that to hear but told have made me tremble : 
And I'Il go through it without fear or doubting, 
To keep my Vows unſpotted to my Love. 

| PRIEST. | 

Take here this Phial then, and in this Moment 
Drink it, when ſtraight through all thy Veins ſhall run 
A cold and drowſy Humour more than Sleep : | 
And in Death's borrow'd Likeneſs ſhalt thou lie 
Two Summer Days, then wake as from a Slumber, 
Till Marius by my Letters know what's paſt, 


And come by ſtealth” to Rome. 
LAVINTA. 
Give me; oh! give me: tell me not of Fears. 
PRIEST. 
Farewel : Be bold and proſp'rous. [ Exit. 
Vo I. III. I L AF 1 
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| LAVINIT A. yy 
Oh! F arewel—— | 
Heav'n knows if ever we ſhall meet a | : 
J have a faint cold Fear thrills through a7 Vene, 
That almoſt freezes up the Heat of Life, 
III call him back again to comfort me. „* des 
Stay, holy Man. But what ſhould he do here? 8 
My diſmal Scene *tis fit I a& alone. 
What if this Mixture do not work at all ? 
Shall I To-morrow then be ſent to Sa? 
No, no,—this hall forind 1 it; lie thou there 
* % daun the Dagger. 
er how, if, e th laid 5 into the Tomb, 
I wake before the Time that Marius come 
To my Relief? There, there's a fearful Point. 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the Vault, 
Where for theſe many hundred Years the Bones 
Of all my bury'd Anceſtors are pack'd ? 
Where, as they ſay, Ghoſts at ſome Hours reſort, _ 
WithMandrakesShrieks torn from theEarth's dark Womb, 
That living Mortals hearing them run mad? . 
Or if I wake, ſhall I not be diſtracted, V 
Inviron'd round with all theſe hideous Fears, 
And madly play with my Forefathers Joints ; 
Then in this Rage with ſome great Kinſman's Bones 
As with a Club daſh qut my deſp'ate Brains ! 
What? $Sy//a ? Get thee gone, thou meager Lover: 
My Senſe abhors thee. Don't diſturb my Draught; 
Tis tomy Lord. e ] Oh Marius ! Marius ! Marius! 


Exit. 
\ * M 
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PCIe Rado 
ACT v. 86 ENE I. 
SEENE Cinna's Camp before the IWalls of Rome. 


[Trumpets ſound a General 


Exter C IN N A, Ca us Max fs, andSULPITIUS, 
GRANIUS, two Ambaſſadors, Guard's, 


C1 NN A. | 
Mbaſſadors from Rome ? How many Slaves, 
Traitors, and Tyrants, Villains, was I call'd 
But Yeſterday ? yet now their Conſul Cinna ! 
Oh! What an excellent Maſter is an Army, 
To teach rebellious Cities Manners! Say, 
My Friend and Collegue Marius, ſhall we hear em? 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Whom ? 
CINMN 4. 
The Ambaſſadors, 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
905 From whence ? 
CINNA. 
| | From Rome: 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
My loving Countryman; they muſt be heard, 
Or Sylla will be angry 
CINNA. 
In what State 
And Pageantry the ſolid Lumps move on? 
And though they come to beg, will be attended 
With their ill-order'd Pomp and aukward Pride. 


Who are ye? and from whence ? 
T2 1 4M- 
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1 AMBASSADOR. 


From wretched Rome, ] 

To thee, moſt mighty Cinna, and to thee, : the 
Moft dread Lord Marius, in her Name we bow. one 
| CINNA. | Caf 


What's your Demand ? 


1 AMBASSADOR. 
Hear but our humble Prayers, 

And all Demands be made by Godlike Cinna. 
Whither, oh ! whither will your Rage purſue us ? 
Muſt all the Fortunes and the Lives of Rome 
Suffer for one Miſcarriage of her Maſters ? 
Your ſorrowful afflicted Mother Rome, 
In whoſe kind Boſom you were nurs'd and bred, 
Stretches her trembling Arms t'implore your Pity. 
Fold up your dreadful Enſigns, and lay by 
Your warlike Terrors, that affright her Matrons, 
And come to her, ere Sorrows quite o'erwhelm her. 
But come like Sons that bring their Parents Joy: 
Enter her Gates with Dove- like Peace before ye, 
And let no bloody Slaughter ſtain her Streets. 


CINNA. 
Thus *tis you think to heal up ſmarting Honour, M: 
By pouring flatt'ring Palm into the Wound, 
Which fer a Time may make it whole and fair: No 


Till the falſe Medicine be at laſt diſcover'd, 
And then it rankles to a Sore again. 
Take this my Anſwer: I will enter Rome ; 
But for my Force, I'Il keep it ſtill my own, 
Nor part with Pow'r to give it to my Foes. True 
CAIUS MARIUS. How . 
Sulpitius, ſee, what abject Slaves are theſe ? Such baſe 
Deformities a long Robe hides. 
SULPITIUS. | v. 
; oulc 
I cannot but laugh to think on't. | ; 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
What ? 2 55 
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SUL PITU S. 

How theſe politick Noddles, that look ſo grave upon 

the Matter in the Senate-houſe, will laugh and prin at 

one another, when they are ſet a Sunning 9 the 

Capitol. | 


2 10 MB 4 $8 4 D OR. 
May we return with Joy into our City, 
Proclaiming Peace, agreed with Heav'n and you ? 
CINMN A. | 
Go tell *em, we expect due Homage paid, 
Of every Senator expect Ackncwledgment, 
Mighty Rewards and Offi ges of Honour. 


r AMBASSADOR. | 

But on that Brow there ſtill appears a Cloud, 

That never roſe without a following Storm. 
| CAIUS MARIUS. 

Alas! for me a ſimple baniſu'd Man; 
Driv'n from my Country by the Right of Law, 
And juſtly puniſh'd as my IMs deſerv'd, Fj 
Think not of me: Whate' er are bas Reſolves, 
I ſhall obey. | 


ers, 


Both AMBAS SADOR 9. 
May all the Gods reward you. ¶ Exe. Amoaff. and Are. 
CINNA. 
Now Marizs. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Now, my Cinna, 
CINNAMA. 
Are not we 
True born of Nome, true fond of ſuch a Mother on 
How I adore thy Temper ! 
baſe CAIUSMARIUS. 
Thoſe two Knaves, 
Thoſe whining, fawning, humble, pliant Villains, 
Wound cut thy Throat or mine for half a Drachma. 
CINNA. 


Ler s not delay a Moment. 


* I 3 41s 
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CAIUS MARIUS. 
Oh! let's fly, 
Enter this curſed City; nay, with Smiles too. 
Bar falſe as the adulterate Promiſes | 
Of Favourites in Pow'r, when poor Men court 'em. 
CINNA. 
They always hated me, becauſe a Soldier. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 

Baſe Natures ever grudge at Things above 'em, 
And hate a Pow'r they are too much oblig'd to. 
When Fears are on them, then their kindeſt Wiſhes 
And beſt Rewards attend the gallant Warrior: 
But Dangers vaniih'd, infamous Neglect, 

Ill Uſage and Reproach are all his Portion 

Or at the beſt he's wedded to hard Wants, 

Robb'd of that little Hire he toiPd and bled for. 
SULPITIUS. 

Pd rather turn a bold true-hearted Rogue, 

Live upon Prey, and hang for't with my Fellows ; 
'I'ban, when my Henonr and my Country's Cauſe 
Call me to Dangers, be ſo baſely branded. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 

Fre we this City enter then, let's fwear 

Not to deitroy one honeſt Roman living. 
SULPITIUS. 
Nor one chaſte Matron. 
CINNA. 
Nor a faithful Friend, 
Nor true- born Heir, nor Senator that's wiſe. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 


But Knaves and Villains, Whores, and baſe-born Brats, 


And th' endleſs Swarms of Fools grown up in Years, 
Be EN $ Game, till we diſpeople Rome. 
CINNA. 
Draw out our Guards, and let the Trumpets found. 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Till all Things tell em Marius is at Hand. 


For 
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O Sy/la, if at Capua thou ſhalt hear | 624 
How Fortune deals with me, fall on thy Knees, 

And make the Gods thy Friends to keep thee from me. 
Sulpitivs, as along the Streets we move 5 
With ſolemn Pace and meditating Miſchiefs, 

Whome'er I ſmile on let thy Sword go through. 

Oh! can the Matrons and the Virgins Cries, 

The Screams of dying Infants, and the Groans 

Of murder'd Men be Muſick to appeaſe me ? 

Sure Death's not far from ſuch a deſperate Cure. 

Be't with me rather (Gods) as Storms let looſe, 

That rive the Trunks of talleſt Cedars down, 

And tear from Tops the loaded pregnant Vine, 

And kill the tender Flow'rs but yet half blown. 

For having no more Fury left in tore, 
Heav'n's Face grows clear, the Storm is heard no more. f 
And Nature ſmiles as gaily as before — [ Excunt- 


SCENE IL. Metellus's Houſe. 
Emer METELLUS. 


METELLUS. 

A Peace with Marias O moſt baſe Submiſſion ! 
That over-ruling Fears ſhould weigh up Reaſon ? 
Was not the City ours, and Sylla too 
At Capua, almoſt in a Trumpet's Call? 

And to ſubmit ! Could I but once have fought fort, 
I might have met this Marius in Arms, 

And been reveng'd for all the Miſchiefs done me, 
Nurſe, 


NURSE. 
Here, an't ſhall pleaſe you. 
METELLUS. 
Go wake Lavinia, Tell her, ſhe muſt henee 


For Capua this Morning; for the Truce 
14 Favours 
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Favours her Journey, and ſecures her Paſſage. [Exit 


[ Scene draws and diſcovers Lavinia en a Couch, 


NURSE. | 
Wake her? Poor Titmouſe ! it will be as peeviſh, 


Pl warrant you, and rub its Nye's, and ſo frown now. 


Well: Miſtreſs | why Lavinia! faſt I warrant her. 
Why, Lamb! why, Lady ! Fy, you Slug-a-bed. 
What, nota Word? You take your Pennyworth now, 
Sleep for a Week; forthe next Night (my Word for't) 
Sv!/2 takes care that you ſhall reſt but little. 

Gods forgive me— 

Marry and Amen. How ſound 1s ſhe aſleep ? | 

I muſt needs wake her. Madam! Madam! Madam! 
Now ſhould your Lover find you in this Poſture, 
He'd fright you up Yfaith ? What? Won't it do? 
Dreſt too? And in your Clothes? and down again? 
Nay, I muſt wake you, Lady! Lady! Lady! ' 
Alas ! alas! help, help, my Lady's dead, 

Ah! well-a-Cay that ever I was born! 

Some Agua vite, Hoa! my Lord=——my Lady—— 


Enter METELLUS.. 
 METELLUS. 


Lawinia dead ? 


NURSE. 


| Your only Daughter's dead : 

Dead as a Herring, Stock-fiſh, or Door-nail. 

: | METELLUS.. 

Stiff, cold and pale. Where are thy Beauties now? 
Thy Bluſhes that have warm'd ſo many Hearts ? 
All Hearts that ever felt her conqu'ring Beauty, 
Sigh *till ye break; and all ye Eyes that languiſh'd 
In my Lavinia's Brightneſs, weep with me, | 
»Till Grief grow general, and the World's in Tears. 


NURSE. 
Oh Day! oh Day! oh Day! oh hateful Day! 
Never was ſeen ſo black a Day as this. 


Oh 
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Oh Day! oh woful Day! oh Day, like Night! 
NET ELLUS. | 
No more : Thus in her Bridal Ornaments 
Dreſt as ſhe is ſhe ſhall be borne to Burial, 


Ith' Sepulchre where our Forefathers reſt. | 
Be't done, whilſt all Things we ordain'd for Joy 


Turn from their Office, and aſſiſt in Sadneſs. [ Exit. | 


NURSE. 


T ſhall be done, and done and overdone, as we are un- | 


done. And J will figh and cry ?till I am ſwell'd as big 
az a Pumkin. Nay, my poor Baby, Pll take care thou 
ſhalt not die for nothing; for I will waſh thee with my 
Tears, perfume thee with my Sighs, and ſtick a Flower 
in every Part about thee Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Forum, where is placed 


the Gonſul's Tribunal. 


Enter two Citizens, 


CITIZEN: ,... n 
Whither, oh whither ſhall we fly for Safety? 
Already reeking Murder's in our Streets, 
Matrons with Infants in their Arms are butcher'd, 
Aud Rome appears one noiſome Houſe of Slaughter. 


2 CIT. ZA NM. 
Hear us ye Gods, and pity our Calamities. 
Stop, flop the Fury of this cruel Tyrant: 
Or ſend your Thunder forth to ſtrike us dead. 
Ere our own Slaves are Maſters of our Tien. 


1 CITTIZENG 1 
Ruin draws near us. Oh my Friend! let's fly + 
To the Altars of our Gods, and by the Hands, 


Of. one another die, as Romans ouglit. 1 


a 2 


— 8 I 5 4% 4:57 Wind 
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Enter Arca — Ain cdi. 
CHILD. | 


Hide me, my. Grandfire; the ugly Men are coming, | 


That kill'd my Mother and my Siſter Theſtie.. 
_ they Rill N and me too? | 


 ANCHARIUS:. 

Oh my Child! 
'F cannot hide thee, nor know not what to do. 
Decrepit Age benumbs my weary — 1 
I can't reſiſt, nor ly —— 


CHIL D. 

Then here we'll ſit ; 
Perhaps they'll not come yet ; or if they do, 
Pll fall upon my Knees, and beg your Life. 
Jam a very little harmleſs Boy; 
And when FE cry, and talk, and hang about em, 
They'll pity ſure my Tears, and grant me all. 


Fnter ſeveral eld Men in black, with Cypreſs Wreaths, leading 


Virgins in white with Myrtie, who kneel befere the Tribunal. 


Then enters Carus Marius as Conſul, Lifors, SuLyIT Ius, 


and Guards. 


CIIUS MARIUS. 
F thank Ye, Gods, ye have reſtor'd me now. 
[ Mounts the Tribunal. 
What Pageantry s this, Sulgitine, here ? 
Remove theſe Slaves, and bear em to their Fates. 


1 OU MAN. 
We eome not for ourſelves,. but in the Name 
Of Rome, to offer up-eur Lives for all. 
Pity a wretched State, thou raging God, 
Arnd let looſe all thy dreadful Fury here. 


| CAIUS MARIUS. 
I know ye all, great Senators; ye are 
The Heads and Patrons of rebellious Rome, 


of CaAlus MARIUSs. 203 


ve can be humble when Afſliction galls ye: 
And with that Cheat at any Time ye think 


To charm a generons Mind, though ye have wrong' d it» 


Falſe are your Safeties when indulg'd by Pow'r : 

For ſoon ye fatten and grow able Traitors. 

Falſe are your Fears, and your Afflictions falſer : 
For they cheat you, and make you hope for Mercy, 


Which you ſhall never gain at Marius Hande. 


Who truſts your Penitence is more than Fool, 
Rebellion will renew; ye can't be honeſt. 


You're never pleaſed but with the Knaves that cheat you, 


And work your Follies to their private Ends. 
For your Religion, like your Clothes you wear it, 
To change and turn juſt as the Faſhion alters. 

And think you by this ſolemn Piece of Fooling 
To huſh my Rage, and melt me into Pity ? 
Advance Sulpitius ; old Ancharixs there, 

Who was ſo violent for my Deſtruction, 

That his Beard briſtled at his Face diſtorted ; 
Away with him. Diſpatch theſe Triflers too. 

But . pare the Virgins, cauſe mine Eyes have ſeen em; 3 
Or keep *em for my Warriors to rejoice in. 


ANCHARIUS. 
Thou who wert born to be the Plague of Rome, 
What wouldſt thou do with me? 


C 4 1908 * 4RIUsS. 

| - Diſpoſe thee hence 
Amongſt the other Offal, for the Jaws 1 1 
Of hungry Death, *till Rome be purg'd of Villains. 
Thou dy'ſt for wronging Marius. 

c NIL D.;: 5 

nt Obi my monk 

(For you muſt be a Lord, you are ſo angry) 
For my Sake ſpare his Life. I have no Friend 
But him to guard my tender Vears from Wrongs. 
When he is dead, what will become of me, 
A poor and helpleſs Orphan, naked left 
. : 7 : I 6 1 


* 
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U 
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To all the Ills of the wide faithleſs World? 
CATIUS MARIUS. 
Take hence this Brat too ; mount it on a Spear, 
And make it ſprawl to make the Grandſire Sport. 


i CHILD. 
O cruel Man ! I'll hang upon your Knees, 


And with my little dying Hands implore you: 
T may be fit to do you ſome ſmall Pleaſures. 
I'II find a thouſand tender Ways to pleaſe you: 


Smile when you rage, and ſtroke you into Mildneſs ; 


Play with your manly Neck, and call you Father : 
For mine (alas !) the Gods have taken from me. 


CAIIUS MARITUS. 
Young Crocodile! Thus from their Mother's Breafts 
Are they inſtructed, bred and taught in Rome. 
For that old paralytick Slave, diſpatch him : 
Let me not know he breathes another Moment. 
But ſpare this, cauſe't has learn'd its Leſſon well, 


And I've a Soſtneſs i in my Heart pleads for him. 


Enter MESSENGER. 


Well now. 
MESSENGER. 
Aetellus. 
i CAIUS MARIUS. 
Hahl. Merellus? What? 
"MESSENGER. 
Fs found. «371, 510 N 


CAI MARIUS: 
Speak, where? 
MESSENGER. 


In an old Suburb Cottage, 


Upbraidiag Hewv'n, and eurfing; at your Fortune. 
 CAIUS MARFUS. | 
Haſte, let him be preſerv'd for my own Fury. 
Clap, clap your Hends for Joy, ye Friends of Marius; 
Tex thouſand Talents for the News VI give thee, 
EX 1 
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The Core and Bottom of my Torment's found. 
And in a Moment I ſhall be at Eaſe. TOE: 

Rome's Walls no more ſhall be beſmear'd with Blood. 

But Peace and Gladneſs flouriſh in her Streets. 
Let's go. Metellus ! we have found Metellus s 

Let every Tongue proclaim alopd Meze/lus ; | 

'Till I have daſh'd him on the Rock. of Fate, 

Then be his Name forgot, and heard no more. [Exit. 


1 


SCE N E IV. 4 cu. 


Euer Manzius Junior. 


MARIUS Junior. 

As I have wander'd muſing to and fro, 
Still am I brought to this unlucky Place, 
As I had Buſineſs with the horrid Dead ;. 
Though could I truſt to Flattery of Sleep, 
My Dreams preſage ſome joyſul News at Hand.. 
My Boſom's Lord fits lightly on his Throne, 
And all this Day an unaccuſtom'd Spirit 
Eifts me above the Ground with chearful Thoughts. 
dream'd Lavinia came and found me dead, 
And breath'd ſuch Life with Kiſſes on my Lips, 
That I reviv'd, and was an. Emperor.. 


Enter Carolus. 


CATULU S. 
My Lord already here ? LIC 
MARIUS Junior. 
My truſty Catulus, 
What News from my Lavinia? ſpeak and bleſs me. 
n 4 TULUS... 
She's very well. 6 
MARIUS Jane Lg 
Then nothing can be ill. 


Something thou ſrem'lt to Know that's terrible. F 
ut 
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Out with it boldly, Man; what cant thou ſay 


of 13 Lavinia? | 
CAT LU s. 
But one ſad Word, ſhe's dead. 6. Sg 
Here in her Kindred's Vault Pye ſeen her laid. 
And have been ſearching'you to tell the News. 1945 12 


MARIUS Junior. 1 1 
Dead is it fo? then T defy you, Stars | G 
Go, haſten quickly, get me Ink and Paper. A 


Tis done: PIt hence To-night. 
Haſt thou no Luer to me — the Ac N 


caro. Sp 
No, my good Lord. SY SO | 
MARIUS r 


No matter, get the gone - [Exit Cutolus, | v. 
Lavinia yet I'll he with thee To- night; . N 
But for the Means. O Miſchief? thou art ſwift C 
To catch the ſtraggling Thoughts of Pen, oc N 
I do remember an Apothecary, 21 gy T 
That dwelt about this Rendezvous of Deaths T. 


Meagre and very rueful were his Looks;j' 

Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones; | 

And in his needy Shop 4 Tortoiſe kung 

An Allegator ſtuff' d, and other Skins led 7. 
Of ill-ſhap'd Fiſhes; and about his Shelves | 

A beggarly Account of empty Boxes, 


Green Earthen-pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, De 
Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes of Roſes T! 
Were thinly ſcatter'd to make up a Show. | Lf 
Oh for a Poiſon now his Need will ſell it, Fa 
Though it be preſent Death by Roman Law. N. 


As I remember, this ſhould be the Houſe. | 
His Shop 1s ſhut; with Beggats all are W 
Holla! Apotheeary ; hoa! 
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4P 0 7: HEC4RY. 
| Who's there? | 
MARTUS' Fuji. OOO 
o hither, Man, I ſee thou art very poor; | 
Thou may'ſt do any Thing: here's fifty Drachna's, 
Get me a Draught of that will ſooneft free * 
A Wretch from all his Cares: thou underſtand'ſt me. 
4A POTHECARY. 
Such mortal Drugs I have, but Roman Law 
Speaks Death to any he that utters em. 
MARIUS Junior. 
Art thou ſo baſe and full of Wretchedneſs, 
Yet fear'ſt to die? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 
Need and Oppreffion ſtareth in thy Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back; 
The World is not thy Friend, nor the World's Law; 
The World affords no Law to make thee rich : 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 
APOTHECARY. 
My Poverty, but not my Will conſents —— | 
{Goes in, and fetches a Phial of Pelfews 
Take this and drink it off, the Work is done. 
MARIUS Junior,. 
There is thy Gold, worſe Poifon to Mens Souls, 
Doing more Murders in this loathſome World 
Than theſe poor Compounds. thov'rt forbid to ſell, 
L fell thee Poiſon, thou haſt fold me none. 
Farewel—buy Food—and get thyſelf in Fleſh. | 
Now for the Monument of the Merel/i—— [ Exit. 
[Sorne draws, and ſpew 6 Temple and Monument. 


Re-enter Martus. 
MARIUS Junior. 
It ſhould be here: the Door is open too. 
Th' inſatiate Mouth. of Fate gapes wide for more. 


Enter 
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Enter PRIEST, and Boy with a Mattock and Iron Crow, 
PRIEST. 
Give me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron: 
Now take this Letter, with what Haſte thou cant 


Find out young Marius, and deliver it. 
Now muſt I to the Monument alone. 5 
What Wretch is he that's entring into th? Tomb 0 
Some Villain come to rob and ſpoil the Dead. 
Whoe'er thou art, ſtop thy unhallow'd Purpoſe. 
MARIUS Junior. 
Whoe'er thou art, I warn thee to be gone, 
And do not interrupt my horrid Purpoſe. 
For elſe, by Heav'n, I'Il tear thee Joint by Joint, 
And ftrew this: hungry Church-yard with thy Limbs, 
My Mind, and its Intents are ſavage wild, 
More fierce and more inexorable far 
Than empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea.. 
PRIEST. 
Then as a ſacrilegious Slave I charge thee, 
Obey and go-with me,. or thou muſt die. 
MARIUS Tumor, 
I know I muſt, and therefore I came hither. 
Good Reverence, do not tempt a deſp'rate Man. 
By Heav'n, I love thee better than myſelf :. 
For I againſt myſelf come hither, arm'd. 
Stay not, be gone—Live, and hereafter ſay, 
A Madman's Mercy. gave thee honeſt Counſel. 
PRIEST. 
I do def thy Mercy and thy Counſel, 
And chere will ſeize thee as a Thief and Robber.. 
MARIUS Junior. 
Wilt thou provoke me? Then here, take thy Wages. 
[ Kills him. 


[Exit Bey. 


PRIEST. 

I'm kill'd. Oh Marius] now too late I know thee. _ 
Thou'ft lain the only Man could do thee Good. 
Envina——— Oh —— I Dies. 

| M 4- 
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MARIUS Juni. - 
Let me peruſe this Face. 


It is the honeſt Prieſt that join'd our Hands, 
In a Diſguiſe conceal'd. Give ma thy more 
Since in ill Fate's black Roll with me Þ bac rent, | 


I! bury thee in a triumphant Grave. as. if | ., 


Thou deteſtable Maw, thou Womb of Death, 


Gorg'd with the deareſt Morſel of the Earth. 3 


Thus will J force thy rotten Jaws to open, 
And ſpite of thee yet cram thee with more Food, 


| Pulls down' the Side of the Tem... 


Oh gorgeous Palace ! oh my Love! my Wife! 

Death has had yet no Pow'r upon thy Beauty; 

That is not conquet'd. Beauty's Enfign yet 

Is crimſon in thy Lips and in thy Cheeks; 


Aud the pale Flag is not advanc'd yet there, | 1 4 


Why art thou ſtill ſo fair? Shall T believe 
That the lean Monſter Death is amorous, 
And keeps thee here in Darkneſs for his Paramour ?' 
For fear of that, I'll ſtay with thee for ever. 
Come bitter Conduct, thou unſavoury Guide: | 
Here's to my Love=— [ 0rinis the Poiſon, © 
And now Eyes look your laſt, 
Arms ke your laſt Embrace, whilſt on theſe Lips 
I fix the Seal of an eternal Contract 
She breathes and ſtirs— "Fe UE waketss 
LAVINIA in the Tomb, 

Where am I? Bleſs me, Heav'n! | 

'Tis very cold: and yet here's ſomething warm 
MARIUS Junior. 

She nue and we ſhall both be made Immortal, 
Speak, my Lavinia, ſpeak ſome heavenly News, 
And tell me how the Gods defign to treat us. 

a1, £2 FN DI e 

O! I have ſlept a long ten thouſand: Vear s. 

What have they done with me?: I'll not be uſed thus > 


Ill not wed $y//a. Marius is my Huſband, 


[ 434 ar e 
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Is he not, Sir? Methinks you're very like him. 
Be good as he is, and protect me. 
MARIUS Junior. 
SO Hah ! 
Wilt thou not own me? am I then but like him ? 
Much, much indexgd-1 am chang'd from what I was; 
And ne'er ſhall be myfelf, if thou art loſt. 
n 

The Gods have heard my Vows; it is my Marius. 
Once more they have reſtor'd him to my Eyes. 
Hadſt thou not come, ſure I had ſlept for ever. 
But there's a ſovereign Charm in thy Embraces, 
That might do Wonders, and revive the Dead. 

1 MARIUS. Junior. 

Ill Fate no more, Lavinia, now ſhall part us, 
Nor cruel Parents, nor oppreſſing Laws. 
Did not Heav'n's Pow'rs all wonder at our Loves ? 
And when thou told'ſt the Tale of thy Diſaſters, 
Was there not Sadneſy and a Gloom amongſt em? 
I know there was; and they; in Pity ſent thee, 
Thus to redeem me from this Vale of Torments, 
And bear me with hee to thoſe Hills of Joys. _ 
This World's groſs Air grows burdenſome already. 
I'm all a Ged; ſuch heav'nly Joys tranſpert me, 
That mortal Senſe grows fick, and faints with taſting. 


=_ rs 


ee 
Oh! to recount my Happineſs to thee, 

To open all the Treaſure of my Soul, 
And ſhew thee how tis fill'd, would waſte more Time 
Than ſo impatient Love as mine can ſpare. 
He's gone! he's dead! breathleſs: alas! my Marius, 
A Phial too; here, here has been his Bane, | 
O Churl ? drink all? not leave one friendly Drop 
For poor Lavinia? Yet I'll drain thy Lips. 
Perhaps ſome welcome Poiſon may hang there, 
To help me to o'ertake thee on thy Journey. 


Clammy and damp as Earth, Hah! Stains of Blood * 
| n 
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And a Man murder'd ? *Tis th* unhappy Flamen. 

Who fix their Joys on any Thing that's mortal, 

Let 'em behold my Portion, and deſpair. 
What ſhall I do? how will the Gods diſpoſe me? 
Oh! I could rend theſe Walls with Lamentation, 
Tear up the Dead from their corrupted Graves, 
And daub the Face of Earth with her on Bowels. 


Enter Ca Ius Maxius, and Guards driving in METELL Us, | 


CAIUS MARIUS. - 
Purſue the Slave; let not his Gods protect him. 


LAFINIA. 
More Miſchiefs! hah ! my Father, 
METELELIUS. | 
Oh! I am ſlain. TFalls down and dive. 
LAVINTA. þ 


And murder'd too. When will my Woes have End d 
Come, cruel Tyrant. * 
CATUS MARIUS... 
. > Sure I have known that Face. 
LAFINTA. 
And canſt thou think of any one good Torn 
That I have done thee, and not kill me for't? | 
CAIUS MARIUS. 
Art thou not call'd Lavinia? ?te 
v1 LAV. | i | 
Once I Was. 
But by my woes may now be better known. 
 _CAIUS MARIUS. 
I cannot ſee thy Face 


LAYVINTA. 
| You muſt, and hear n me. 


By this, you muſt : . I will hold you faſt. 
[Seitzes his Sword. 


cus MARIUS. 
What wouldft thou ſay ? where's all my Rage gone | 


now ? 
' LA. 
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LAFINIA. 

I am Lavinia, born of noble Race. 
My blooming Beauty conquer'd many Hearts, 
But prov'd the greateſt Torment of my own : 
Tho' my Vows proſper'd, and my Love was anſwer's. 
By Marius, the nobleſt, goodlieſt Youth $3 
That Man e'er envy'd at, or Virgin figh'd for. 
He was the Son of an unhappy Parent, 


And baniſh'd with him when our Joys were e young 3 4 
Scarce a Night old. 
| CAIUS MARIUS. 

do remember*t well. 
And thou art ſhe, that Wonder of thy Kind, 
That couldſt be true to exil'd Miſery, . 
And to and fro through barren Deſerts ran 
To find th* unhappy Wretch thy Soul was fond of. 
LAVINIA. | 
Do you remember't well ? 


8 ATUS MARIUS. 
In every Point. 
LAFINIA. © 

You then were gentle, took me in your Arms, 
Embrac'd me, bleft me, us'd me like a Father. 
And ſure I was not thankleſs for the Bounty. 

t CAIUS MARIUS. 

No, thou wert, next the Gods, 'my only Comfort.. 
When I lay fainting on the dry parch'd Earth, 
Beneath the ſcorching Heat of burning Noon, 
Hungry and dry, no Food nor Friend to chear me: 
Then thou, as by the Gods ſome Angel ſent, 

Cam'ſt by, and in Compaſſion didft relieve me. 
LAVINIA. 
Did I all this? or 
CAIUS MA R IUS. - 
Thou didſt; thou ſav'dſt my Life, 
Elſe I had ſunk beneath the Weight of Want, 
And been a Prey to my remorſeleſs Foes. 
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LE AVFINIGA:. 
And ſee how well I am at laſt rewarded. 
All could not balance for the ſhort-term*d Life 
Of one old Man : You have my Father butcher'd, 
The only Comfort IT had left on Earth. 
The Gods have taken too my Huſband from me; 
See where he lies, your and my only Joy. 
This Sword, yet reeking with my Father's Gore, 
Plunge it into my Breaſt: plunge, plunge it thus. 
And now let Rage, Diſtraction and Deſpair 
Seize all Mankind, *till they grow mad as I am. 
[Sabi herſelf with his Sauer. 


CA4IUS MARIUS. 

Nay, now thou haſt outdone me much in Cruelty. 
Be Nature's Light extinguiſh'd ; let the Sun 
Withdraw his Beams, and put the World in Darkneſs, 
Whilſt here I howl away my Life in Sorrows. 
Oh! let me bury me and all my Sins 
Here with this good old Man. 'Thus let me ki 
Thy pale ſunk Cheeks, embalm thee with my Tears, * 
My Son, how cam'ſt thou by this wretched End? 
We might have all been Friends, and in one Houſe 
Enjoy'd the Bleſſings of eternal Peace. 
But oh! my cruel Nature has undone me. 


Enter MESSENGER. 


| MESSENGER, 

127 Lord, I bring you moſt diſaſt'rous News. 
Syl/a's return'd; his Army's on their March 
From Capua, and To-morrow will reach Rome. 
At which the Rabble are in new Rebellion, 
And your Sulpitius mortally ts wounded, 


Enter SULPITIVUS (led by two of the Guards) andGRAN1IUS, 


CAIUS MARIUS. 
Oh! then I'm ruin'd. From this very Moment, 
Has my good Genius left me: Hope forſakes me. 


The 
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The Name of Sylla's baneful to my Fortune. 

Be warn'd by me, ye great Ones, how y'embroit. 
Your Country? s Peace, and dip your Hands in Slaughter. 
Ambition is a Luft that's never quenchd, 

Grows more inflam'd and madder by Enjoyment. 
Bear me away, and lay me on my Bed, 

A hopeleſs Veſſel bound for the dark Land Cd 
Of loathſome Death, me loaded deep with Sorrows, - 


[ He is leu 7 
8 5 PITIUS. 
A Curſe on all Repentance! how I hate i ! 
I'd rather hear a Dog howl than a Man whine.” 
_ GRANIUS, 
You' re wounded, Sir: I hope it is not much. 
SULPITIUS. SY 
No; 'tis not ſo deep as a Well, nor ſo wide as a 
Church-door ; but tis E. enough; *twill ſerve; Iam 
pepper'd I warrant, I warrant for this World. A Pox 
on all Madmen hercafter, If I det een let this 


be my Epitaph. 


Sulpitius lies here, that troubleſome Slave, 

'- That ſent many honeſter Men to the Grave; 

And ** lite a Fool, when Had liv'd like a Xnavi. 
[Exeunt Omnes, 


EPI 


E PI E GU 
Spoken by Mrs. Barry, who acted Lavinia. 


Miſchief on't ! though Pm again alive, 
May I believe this Play of ours ſhall thrive ? 

This Drumming, Trumpeting, and fighting Play : 
Why, what a Devil will the People ſay ? 
The Nation that's without, and hears the Din, 
Will fear we are raifing Volunteers again. 
For know, our Poet, when this Play was made, 
Had nought but Drums and Trumpets in his Head. 
Hh had baniſh'd Poetry and all her Charms, 
And needs the Fool would be a Man at Arms. 
Me Prentice &er grown weary of Indentures 
Had ſuch a longing Mind to ſeek Adventures. 
Nay, ſure at laſt tb' Infection general grew ; 
For other Day I was a Captain tos: 
Neither for Flanders nor for France to roam, 
But, juſt as you were all, to ſtay at home. 
And now for you who here come wrapt in Cloaks, 
Only for Love of Underhill and Nur/e Noakes ; 
Our Poet ſays one Day to a Play ye come, 
Which ſerves ye half a Year for Wit at home. 
But which among ft you is there to be found, | 
Will take his third Day's Pawn for fifty Pound ? 
Or, now he is caſhier'd, will fairly venture 
To give him ready Money for's Debenture ? 
Therefore when he receiv'd that fatal Doom, 


This Play came forth, in Hopes his Friends would come 
To help a poor diſbanded Soldier home, 
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To Her GRACE the 


Dutcheſs of PorTsMouTH. 


MAD 4 M. 
E R E it poſſible for me to let the 
World know how entirely Your 
4 Grace's Goodneſs has devoted a 
NES) poor Man to Your Service; were 
there Words enough in Speech to 
expreſs the mighty Senſe I have of Your 
great Bounty towards me; ſurely I ſhould 
write and talk of it for ever: But Your 
K 2 Grace 


DED ICAT ION. 
Grace has given me ſo large a Theme, and 
laid ſo vaſt a Foundation, that Imagination 
wants Stock to build upon it. I. am as 
one dumb when I would ſpeak, of fit; and 
hen 1 ſtrive to write, I want a Scale of 
Thought ſufficient to comprehend the 
Height of it, Forgive me then, Madam» 
if (as a poor Peaſant once made a Preſent 
of an Apple to an Emperor) I bring this 
{mall Tribute, the humble Growth of my 
little Garden, and lay it at Your Feet. Be- 
lieve it is paid You with. the utmoſt Ges- 
titude: Believe, that ſo long as 1 have 
Thought to remember how very much | 
owe Your generous Nature, I will ever 
have a Heart that ſhall be grateful for it 
too: Your Grace, next Heaven, deſerves 
it amply from me; That gave me Life,. but 
on a hard Condition, till 'Your extended 
Favour taught me to prize the Gift, and 
took the heavy Burden it was clogg'd with 
from me; I mean, hard Fortune. When 
] bad Enemies, that with malicious Power 
kept back, and ſhaded me from thoſe Roya 


Beams, whoſe Warmth is all I have, ot 
1 


EDICATION. 
hope to live by; Tour noble Pity and 
Compaſſion found me, where I was far caſt 
backward from my Bleſſing; down in the 
Rear of Fortune; call'd me up, placed me 
in the Shine, and J have felt its Comfort. 
You have in that reſtor'd me to my Native 
Right; for a ſteady Faith, and Loyalty to 
my Prince, was all the Inheritance my Fa- 
ther left me: And however hardly my ill 
Fortune deal with me, it is whit J prize © 
well, that I tiever pawn'd | it yet, and hope 
[ never ſhall part with it. Nature and For- 
tune were certaiply in League when You 
were born: 1 And as the firſt took care to 


give You Beauty, enough to enllare the 


Hearts. of all the World, ſo the other re- 
ſoly'd to. do its Merit Juſtice, that none 
but a Monarch, fit to rule that World, 
ſhould er _poſſeſs* tz aad in it be had 
an Empire. The young Prigce You have 
given him, by his blooming Virtues, early 
declares the mighty Stock he came from; 
and as You have taken all the pious Care 
of a dear Mother and a prudent Guardi-, 


an, to give bim a noble and generous 
K 3 Education 


DEDICATION. 
Education; may it ſucceed - according to 
His Mcrits and Your Wiſhes : May he 
grow up to be a Bulwark to his illuſtrious - 
Father, and a Patron to his Loyal - Sub- 
Jets; with Wiſdom and Learning to aſſiſt 
him, whenever call'd to his Councils; to 
defend his Right againſt the Encroach» 
ments of Republicans in his Senates; to 
cheriſh ſuch Men as ſhall be able to vin- 
dicate the Royal Cauſe ; that good and 


fit Servants to the Crown, may never be 


loſt for want of a Protector. May be 
have Courage and Conduct, fit to Fight 
his Battles abroad, and terrify his Rebels 
at home; and that all theſe may be 
yet more; ſure, during the Spring time of 
his Years, when thoſe growing Virtues 
ought with Care to be cheriſh'd in order 
to their ripening; may. be never meet 


with vicious Natures, or the Tongues 
of Faithleſs, Sordid, laſipid Flatterers, to 
blaſt them : To conclude ; may he be as 
great as the Hand of Fortune (yith his 
Honour) ſhall be able to make him: And 


may Your Grace, b are fo good 
mg 4 


dE DICATION. 
a Miſtreſs, and ſo noble à Patroneſs, 
| never meet with a leſs grateful Servant, 
than, | gy * 
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$ 2 3 bid 9 of q o | 
| y 
j WIE" | * 
Dur Grate; enlitely 
5 * * f 


 Gevted Creature, 
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N theſe diſtracted Times, when each Man dreads 
1 The bloody Stratagems of buſy Head ; 
When we have fear'd three Years wwe know not what, 
Till Witneſſes begin to die ots Rot, 
What made our Poct meddle with a Plot f 
Nast that be fancy'd for the very Sale 

And Name of Plot, his trifling Play might take g 
For there's not in't one Inch-board Evidence, 

Ert "tis, be ſays, to Reaſon plain and Senſe, 
Hind that he thinks a plaufible Defence. 

ere Truth by Seiije and Reajon to be try'd; 
Se all our Sauearers might be Jaid afide. 
No, of fuch Tock our Author has no need, 
Ta mate his Ples, er make his Play ſucceed; 
He, of black Bills has no prodigious T ales, 
Or Spaniſh Pilgrims caff aſhore in Wales; 
Here's not one murder Magiſtrate at leaft ; 
Kept rank like Neu jon for a City Feat. 
Grezon Hur Days fliff, the better to prepare 
And fit his pliant Limbs to ride in Chair : 
Yet here's an Army rais'd though under Ground, 
But. no Mau ſeen, xtr ene. Commiſſion found. 
Here is a Traitor tao, that's very cd, 
Turbulent, Subil:, Miſchicyous and Bold, 
Bloody, Rewengeful, and to crown his Part, 
Lowes fumbling with a Wench with all his Heart; 
Jill after having many Changes paſt, 
In jpight of Age, (Thanks tHeavn) is hang'd at laßt. N 

. ox 
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Tait 1 is 4 Senator that Lech a Where x && * _— 
In Venice none a higher Office bore | | 

To Lewdne/s every Night the Letcher ran 2 | c 
Show mz all Londofi\fuch emorher Man, © 
Match him ur Mer bel Creſwold / 27 you can: 


Poland, Poland! had it been thy Lot, 
have heard in time of this\Venetian Plot 3 
Thou ſurely choſen hadſft one King from thence,, 
Aud honour'd: them as thou haſt England fince.. 


7 
7 Dramatis Perſonas. 

„ ME NM. 
Duke of Fenict. . Mr. D. Will; 1ams, 


Priuli, Father to Brlvidera, a Senator, Mr. Bowman. 
Antonio, a fine Speaker in the Senate, Mr. Leigh. 
Bedamar, the Spaniſe Ambaſſador, Y Mr. Gilloau. 


Tafir, | Mr. Betterion. 

Pierre, Mr. Smith. 

Renault, | Mr. Villſbire. 

Spina, ' © Mr. * 

Theodore, 8 

Eliot, 92 

Revillido, ; 5 

Durand, N « Bae; I |. 

Maxzare, ff, OOO 

Bramweil, I ple pe. 2 

Ternon, 3 

Brabe, * > } 
WOMEN. 

Betwidera, Mrs. Barry. 

Aguilina Mrs. Currer. 


Two Women, Attendants on Pelvidera, 

Two Women, Servants to Aquilina. 

The Council of Ten. 

Officer, Guard, Friar, Executioner and Rabble. 


Vegnicy 
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ACT-L SCENE L 
Enter PR1IUL1 and Ar EIA. 
PRIULT. 

E 928 O more! Pl hear no more; be gone and 
JAFFEIRX. leave me. 
* N Not hear me! by my Sufferings but you 
Th N. DG) [ſhall f? 
(EDO) U My Lord, my Lord; Pm not that abject 
[Wretch.” 


You think me: Patience! where's the Diſtance tows 


Me back fo far, but I may boldly ſpeak 
In right, though proud Oppreſſion will not hear mel: 


PRIULT. 


Have you not wrong' d me? 
JAFTFEIRX. 
Could my Nature . 


Have brook'd Injuſtice, or the doing Wrongs,. 

I need not how thus low have bent myſelf, 

To gain à Hearing from a cruel F ather . 

W your: | ; 
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RAI 1. 

Yes! wrong'd me, in the niceſt Point; | Ini 

The Honour of my Houſe ; you've done me Wrong; 1 — 
You may remember, (for I now will ſpeak, | T 


And urge its Baſeneſs :) When you firſt came home 
From Travel, with ſuch Hopes, as made you look'd on 
By all Mens Eyes, a Youth of Expectation; 

Pleas'd with your growing Virtue, I receiv'd you; 
Courted, and fought to raiſe you to your Merits : 

My Houſe, my Table, nay, my Fortune too, 

My very Self, was your's; you might have us'd me 
To your beſt Service; like an open Friend, 

I treated, truſted you, and thought you mine; 
When in Requital of my beſt Endeavours, 

You treacherouſly practis'd to undo me. 

Seduc'd the Weakneſs of my Age's Darling, 

My only Child, and ftole her from my Boſom + 

Oh Belvidra ! 


Tis to me you owe her, 
Childlefs you had been elſe, and in the Grave 
Your Name extinct, no more Priali heard of. 
You may remember, ſcarce five Years are paſt, 
Since in your Brigantine you ſail'd to ſee T 
The Agzriatich wedded by our Duke, N 
And I was with you: Your unſkilful Pilot | Si 
Daſh'd us upon a Rock; when to ycur Boat 
You made for Safety; enter'd firſt yourſelf: 
Th' affrighted Belvidera following next, 
As ſhe ſtood trembling on the Veſſel's Side, 
Was by a Wave waſh'd off into the Deep; 
When inſtantly I plung'd into the Sea, 
And buffeting the Billows to her Reſcue, 
Redeem'd her Life with half the Loſs of mine. 
Like a rich Conqueſt in one Hand I bore her, 
And with the other daſh'd the ſaucy Waves, 
That throng'd and to rob me of my Prize: 
I brought 
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I brought her, gave her to your defpairing Arms: 
Indeed you thank'd me; but a nobler Gratitude 
Roſe in her Soul: For from that Hour ſhie lov'd me, 
Till for her Life ſhe paid me with herſelf, 
PRIULT. | 
You ſtole her from me; like a Thief you ſtole hey 
At dead of Night; that curſed Hour you choſe. 
To rifle me of all my Heart held dear. 
May all your Joys in her prove falſe like mine; 
A ſterile Fortune, and a barren Bed, 
Attend you both; continual Diſcord make 
Your Days and Nights bitter and grievous : Still 
May the hard Hand of a vexatious Need 
Oppreſs, and grind you; *till at laſt you find 
The Curſe of Diſobedience all your Portion. 
FAFFEIR. 
Half of your Curſe, you have beſtow'd in vain : 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful Loves 
With a young Boy, ſweet as his Mother's Beauty : 
May he live to prove more gentle than his Grandfire,, 
And happier than his Father! | 
PRIULT. 
Rather live 
To bate thee for his Bread, and din your Ears 
With hungry Cries : Whilſt his unhappy Mother 
Sits down and weeps in Bitterneſs of Want. 
FAFFEIR. 
You talk as if *twould pleaſe you. 
— 
___ ?*Twould, by Heav'm. 
Once ſhe was dear indeed ; the Drops that fell 
From my ſad Heart, when ſhe forgot her Duty, 
The Fountain of my Life was not ſo precious: 
But ſhe is gone, and if I am a Man 


I will forget her. | 
SAPFFEIR. 


Would I were in my Grave. 


AL 


| 
| 


Not as the Heireſs of the great Priuli. 


I) 
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PRIULL 
And he too with thee ; | 
For living here, you're but my curs d Remembrancers. 


I once was happy. 
FAFFEIR. 


You. uſe me thus, becauſe you know my Soul 
Is fond of Belvidera : You perceive 
My Life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me? 
Oh! could my Soul have ever known Satiety ; 
Were I that Thief, the Doer of ſuch Wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 
But I might ſend her back to you with Contumely, 
And court my Fortune where ſhe would be kinder * 


_-PRIUL. ＋ 
Vou dare not do't. — 
FAFFEIRX. 
| Indeed, my Lord, I dare not: 
My Heart that awes me, is too much my Maſter : 
Three Years are paſt fince firſt. our Vows were plighted,. 


During which Time the World muſt bear me Wuneſs, 


Pve treated Belvidera like your D voila 

The Daughter of a Senator of Veni 

Diſtinction, Place, Attendance and 11 
Due to her Birth, ſhe always has commanded; 


Out of my little Fortune I've done this; 


Becauſe (tho? hopeleſs e er to win your Nature) 
The World might ſee, I lov'd her for herſelf, 


PRIULTI. 


No more! 
FAFFEIR. 


Yes! all, and then adieu for ever. 


*" +. 


There's not a Wretch that lives on common Charity 
But's happier than me: For I have known 

The luſcious Sweets of Plenty ; every Night 

Have ſlept with ſoft Content about my Head, 


And never wak'd: but to a joyful Morning; 


A Pro Pas gov AND. 


a 


Yet now = fall like a full Ear of Corn, | 
Whoſe Bloſſom ſcapꝰ d, yer's wither'd i in the ripening... 7 
RIU LI. 5 
Home and be humble, ſtudy bene 
Diſchargę the lazy Vermin of thy Hall, 
Thoſe Pageants of thy Fol, 
glittering Trappings of thy 
To humble Weeds, fit for thy little Aa 
Then to ſome Suburb Cottage both: retire ; 
Drudge, to feed loathſome 2775 det Brata, ns . 
Home, ON” 1 * a 
| 2 AF F E F N. 


Reduce the 


Fes, if my Heantividald let me 


This e, this ; ſwelling Heart: Home I would go, 

But that my Doors are hateful to mine Eyes, 

Fill'd and damm'd up with gaping Creditors 

Watchful as Fowlers when their Game will ſpring ;, 
Ducats in the World, | 

Yet ſtill I am in Love, and pleas'd with Ruin, 41 

Oh Belvidera ] Oh I ſhe is my Wife 

And we will bear our wayward. Fate ether 92 

But ne'er know Comfort nn 


Tue, AUP tonk | 


I've now not hfty 


What, — not a Word to — 
N FAFFEIR. 
I'm thinking, Pierre, how that damn'd ſtarving Quality, 
Call'd Honeſty, got footing i in the World. 


rie RRR 


* 


2 2 


Why, pow'rfül Villainy firſt ſet it up, 
For its own Eaſe and Safety: Honeſt Men 
Are the ſoft eaſy Caſhions on which Knaves 
Repoſe and fatten : Were all Mankind Villains, 


* 


, 


7 


T0 ſtarve each. other ; 1 bade, would want * 


Cut 


* 


2 *. Foy ns "ith . '4. 
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Cut-throats Rewards: Each Man would kill his Brother c 


Himſelf, none would be paid or hang'd for Murder: 
Honeſty : *twas a Cheat invented firſt 


To bind the Hands of bole deſervingrRogues,. , 


That Fools and Cowards might fit ſafe In Power, 
And Lord it uncontroll'd above their Betters, | 


| AER. 
Then Honeſty is but a Notion? 
PIERRE. 
| Nothing elſe: 


Like Wit, much talk'd of, but FED :defin'd:;. 
He that pretends to moſt too, has leaſt Share in't; 
*Tis a ragged Virtue: Honeſty ! no more on't, 
JAFFETR Neis 
Sure thou art honeſt? 
PIERRE. 
So indeed Men think me, 


But they're miſtaken, Jafferr : I'm a N 
As well as they; 


A fine gay bold- fac'd Villain, as thou ſeeſt me; 


"Tis true, I pay my Debts when they re contrafted 5 
I ſteal from no Man; would not cut a Throat 

To gain Admiſſion to a great Man's Parſe, 
Or a Whore's Bed; I'd not betray my Friend 

To get his Place or Fortune: I ſcorn to flatter 

A blown-up Fool above me, or cruſh the Wretch beneath 


me: 


Yet, Taffeir, for all this I am a Villain... 
JAFFEIR. 
A Villain! 
PIERRE. 


Yes, 2 moſt notorious Villain: 
To ſee the Sufferings of my Fellow+Creatures,, _. ö 
And own myſelf a Man: To fee our Senators | 
Cheat the deladed People with a Shew : 
Of Liberty, which yet they ne'er muſt taſte of ; 


They ſay, by them our Hands are free from Fetters, 


Yes whom they pleaſe wy lay in baſeſt Bonds; 
Bring 
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Bring whom they pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrow - ;, 
Drive us like Wrecks down the rough Tide of ord, 
Whilſt no Hold's left to fave us from De ſtruction; 
All that bear this are Villains, and Tone, 
Not to rouze up at the. great Call of Nature, | 
And check the Growth of theſe domeſtick Spoilers, 
That make us Slaves, and tell us tis our Charter, 


| FAFFEIR. 
Oh Aquilina ! Friend, to loſe ſuch Beauty, 

The deareſt Purchaſe of thy noble Labours ; 

She was thy Right by Conqueſt, as by Love. 

PANS... 

Oh Fafeir! I'd ſo fix'd my Heart upon her, 

That whereſo'er I fram'd a Scheme of Life - 

For Time to come ſhe was my only Joy, 

With which I wiſh'd to ſweeten future Cares 

I fancy'd Pleaſures, none but one that loves 

And deats as I did, can imagine like em: 

When in the Extremity of x oe Hopes, 

In the moſt charming Hour of ExpeQtiony 

Then when our Wiſhes ſoar the higheſt, 

Ready to ſtoop and graſp the lovely Game, 

A haggard Owl, a worthleſs Rite of Prey; 

With his foul Wings ſail'd in, and ſpoil'd'my Quarry; 


FAFFEI N 
I know the Wretch, and ſcorn him as thou hat'ſ kim | 


PIERRE. 

Curſe on the common Good that's ſo protected 
Where every Slave that heaps up Wealth enough 
To do much Wrong, becomes a Lord of Right: 
I, who believ'd no Il could &er come near me, 
Found in th* Embraces of my Aguilina $5 
A wretchet old, but itching Senator 
A wealthy Fool, that had bought dut my Title: 
A Rogue, that uſes Beauty Ike a Lamb-fcin, 
Barely to keep him warm; that fitthy Cuckoa. 
Was in my Abſence crept into my Neſt, 


* % 
1 ; 


And 
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And ſpoiling all my Brood of noble Pleaſure. - 


FAFFEIR. 1 0 TS 
Didſt thou not chaſe him thence ? — 
PIERRE. In, 

I did, and drove 


The Lats od bearded Hirco ſinking home : 
The Matter was complain'd of in the Senate, 

I ſammon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſely, 
For violating ſomething they call Privilege 


This was the Recompence of my Service. Le! 
Would I'd been rather beaten by a Coward : W. 
| A Soldier's Miſtreſs, Zafetr, is his Religion, Str 
| When that's profan'd, all other Ties are broken z | 
| That even diſſolves all former Bonds of Service, 4 


| And from that Hour I think myſelf as free 

| To be the Foe as e'er the Friend of Venice. | 
| Nay, dear Revenge, whene'er thou call'ſt, I'm ready. 

| | FAFFEIR. | Gr 
| I think no Safety can be here for Virtue, $452 4) 

| And grieve, my Friend, as much as thou, to live | | 


ſ In ſuch a wretched State as this of Fenice, An 
| Where all agree to ſpoil the Publick Good, | Ti 
N And Villains fatten with the brave Man's Labours. — 
| - PIERRE, = 
| | We've neither Safety, Unity nor Peace, | * 

| For the Foundation's loſt of common Good; 5 
| Juſtice is lame as well as blind amongſt us = 


i 
| The Laws (corrupted to their Ends that make em) 


Serve but for Inftruments of ſome new Tyranny, - 
j That every Day ſtarts up t'enſlave us deeper: of 
| Now could this glorious Cauſe but find out Friends Ri 

| To do it Right! oh Fafſer: then might'ſ thou T 
f Not wear theſe Seals of Woe upon thy Face: Re 
| The proud Priuli ſhould be taught Humanity, 41 
| And learn to value ſuch a Son as thou art. B 
la ſpeak ! but my Heart bleeds this Moment, 4 
|| bat, J 4 F- 
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Curſt be the Cauſe, tho' I thy Friend be Part on't. 


Let me partake the Troubles of thy Beſom, 
For I am us'd to Miſery, and perhaps + 
May find a Way to ſwoeten't to thy Spirit. 


(1 £ an)] on BTEMRE. 
Too ſoon *twill reach thy Knowledge 
| JAFFEIR. 
Then from thee / 


Let it 1 "There's Virtue in thy Friendſhip | 


Would make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleaſing, _ 


Strengthen my Conftancy, and welcome Ruin. 
PIERRE. 


Then tho art niet 5 my by 
TAFFEIR,. 


That I long fince knew) Mia 


L ar — ahne have been long acquainted. | 
- PFERERE., 
1 pace hls very! Moment by thy Doors, 
And found them guarded by a Troop of Villains 


* R 
off 01511 


The Sons of publick' Rapine were deftroying : ' | 


They told me, by the Sentence of the Law, 
They had Commiſſion to ſeize all thy Fortune: 
Nay more, Pfinli's cruel Hand hath ſign'd it. 
Here ſtood a Ruffian with a horrid Face 
Lording:it0'er-a Pile of maſſy Plate, 


Tumbled-into a Heap for publick Sale 


There was another making villainous Jeſts 
At thy Undoing; he had ta'en Poſſeſſion 
Of all thy. ancient moſt domeſtick Ornaments, 


Rich Hangings, intermix'd and wrought with Gold ; 


The very Bed, which on thy Wedding-night 

Receiv'd thee to the Arms of Bekvideraz 
The Scene of all thy Joys, was violated 

By the coarſe Hands of filthy Dungeon Villains, 

And thrown amangſt the common Lumber. 
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FAPFRETR. 
Now thank Heav*n——— —_. 
| PIERRE. 

Thank Heav'n! for what? 
| FAFFETR. . 
That I'm not worth a Does. 
uA. 

Curſe thy dull Stars, and the worſe Fate of Na 
Where Brothers, Friends, and Fathers, all are falſe 
Where there's no Truſt, no Truth; where . h 
Stoops under vile Oppreſſion; and Vice lords it; 
Hadſt thou but ſeen, as J did, how at laſt. | 


Thy beauteous Belwidera, like a Wrztch © asus 


That's doom'd to Baniſhment, c: me. weeping forth, _ 
Shining through Tears, like April. Suns itt Shrowets- © 
That labour to o'erceme the Cloud that loads em; 
Whilſt two young Virgins, on whoſe Arms ſhe lean d, 
Kindly look'd up, and at her Grief grewſad, 
As if they catch'd the Sorroys that fell from her: 
E'en the lewd-Rabble.that'weregather'd. round 
To ſee the Sight, ſtood. mute when they, beheld: her 


SGovern'd their roaring Throats, and grumbled Pity: aA 
I cou'd have hugg'd the greaſy Rogues: They pleas'd.me. j 


JA FBM 
I thank wos ſor this Story from my Soul, 


Since now I know the worſt that can befal me: J 1 or 
Ah Pierre I have a Heart, that could have bornt 
The rougheſt Wrong my Fortune could havedone mes 


But when I think what Belvidera feels, 
The Bitterneſs her tender Spirit taſtes of, 
I own myſelf a Coward: Bear my Weakneſs, - 
If throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, 
I play the Boy, and blùbber in thy Boſom. 
Oh! I ſhall drown ther with my Sorrows! 
| PIERRE. 

Burn 

No burn, and level Venice to thy Ruin. 


What, 


| 5 £7 7 7 
AP TOT Discover'. 237 
What, ſtarve like Beggars Brats in froſty Weather, 
Under a Hedge, and whine ourſelves to Death! 
Thou, or thy Cauſe {hall never want Aﬀſtance, - 
Whilſt I have Blood of Fortune fit to ſerve thee: 
Command my Heart; thou every Way: ia Matter... 


FARFETR, 
No, there's a ſecret Pride in bravely dying. 


PIERRE. | 

Rats die in Holes and Corners, Dogs run mad; 
Man knows a braver edy for Sorrow. 
Revenge! the Attribute of Gods; they ſtampt it 
With their great Ima e on our Natures : Die! 
Conſider well the Cauſe that calls upon thee : 
And if thou'rt baſe enqugh; die then: Remember 
Thy Belvidera ſuffers: Belvidera ! | 
Die—Damn firt—what, be decently interr'd 
In a Church-yard, and mingle ty brave Duſt 
With ſtinking Ragues that rot in Winding-ſheets, 
Surfeit ſlain Fools, the common Dang o'th* Soil. 


FAIR. 
Oh! 
PIERRE. | 
Well. ſaid, out with it, ſwear a little 
2 54 0 54 F E IR. ö 
Swear! By Sea and Air! by Earth, by Heav'n Fr Hell, 
I will revenge my Belwiderg's Tears 
Hark n my Friend ——Priuli——15——a Senator ! 
| PIERRE, 
A dt 2 
FAFFEIR, 
10-713 3 & PIERRE. 
ES) Shoot him. 4 N 
„ FA ZIA. > 
With all my Heart. 


No more; Where ndl ve meet ar Night? * 11 


n * * 
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\ PIERRE. | „ 59 9 is 
«+ Pl tell ches +; 
On the . r 
I take my Evening's Walk of Meditation: a 
There we two ll meet, and talk of preciaus Miſchief. 
; _ FXTURER, 


PIERRE.” e 
At Twelve. 
JAFFEIR. N 
At any Hour; my Plague 
Will hook, me waking, Tell: me why, x * LER. 4 
Thou mad'ſt me what J am, with All 
Aſpiring Thoughts, and elegant © Deſires * 
That fill the happieſt Man? Ab! rather why 25 
Didſt thou not form me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe- minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens? ; 
Why have I Senſe to know the Curſe that's on me? 
Is this juſt Dealing, Nature ue, 


Enter BALVYVIDEIAA. 


Farewel. eel 
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Spirit, 
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Poor Belwidera / 


„ AELYIDAÞ A. 
| Lead me, lead me, m y Virgins, 

To that kind Voice. My Lord, my "7: thy my Refuge 
Happy my Eyes, when they behold thy Face: 

My heavy Heart will leave its dolefu} beating II 
At Sight of thee, and bound with ſprightful Joys. 
Oh ſmile, as when our Loves were in their Spring, 
And chear my fainting Soul. 1 


FAUFFEIR. 

i As. when our Love 
Were in their Spring ? has then my Fortune chang'd? 
Art thou not Belwidera, ſtill the ſame, 
Kind, good, and tender, as my Arms firſt found thee ? 
If thou art alter d, where ſhall I have Harbour? (s 
Where eaſe my loaded Heart? Oh! where complain? 
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BELFVIDERA..: 

Does this appear like Change, or Lore decaying, 
When thus I throw myſelf into thy Boſom, | 
With all the Reſolution of ſtrong Truth? 
Beats not my Heart as twould alarum thine 
To a new Charge of Bliſs ? I joy more in thee, | 
Than did thy Mother when ſhe hugg'd thee firſt, _. 
And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travel paſt. ' ' 

 FAFFEIR. © ! 

Can there in Woman be ſuch glorious Faith ? 
Sure all ill Stories of thy Sex are falſe; 

Oh Woman! lovely Woman! Nature made thee 

To temper Man: We had been Brutes without you, 

Angels are painted fair, to look like you 

There's in you all that we believe of Heav'n, 

Amazing Brightneſs, Purity and Truth, | 

Eternal Joy, and everlaſting Love. | 
BELFIDERA. 

If Love be Treaſure, we'll be wond*'rous rich! 
T have ſo much, my Heart will ſurely break with't; 
Vows can't expreſs it. When I would declare | 
How great's my Joy, I'm dumb with the big Thought; 
I ſwell and ſigh, and labour with my longing. * 

O lead me to ſome Deſert wide and wild, 

Barren as our Misfortunes, where my Soul 

May have its Vent; where I may tell aloud 

To the high Heavens and ev'ry lining Planet, 

With what a boundleſs Stock my Boſom's fraught ; 

Where I may threw my eager Arms about thee, 

Give looſe to Love with Kiſſes, kindling Joy, 

And let off all the Fire that's in my Heart. 
FAFFEIR. 

Oh Belvidera ! doubly I'm a Beggar, 

Undone by Fortune, and in Debt to thee; 

Want! worldly Want! that hungry meagre Fiend 

is at my Heels, and chaſes me in view. 


:anſt thou bear Cold and Hunger? Can theſe Limbs, 
Fram'd 
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Fram'd for the tender Offices of Love, 

Endure the bitter Gripes of ſmarting Poverty, 
When baniſh'd;by our Miſeries abroad, BLY 
(As ſuddenly we thall be) to ſeek out 

(In ſome far Climate, here our 5 
For charitable Succaur ; wilt thou then, 
When in u Bed of Straw we ſhrink together, 9 
And the bleak Winds ſhall whiftle round our Heads g 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me:? wilt thou then 


Huſh my Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love? 


BELFYIDAERA. 

Oh Iwill love: thee, even in Madneſs love thee. 
Tho“ my diſtracted Senſes ſhould forſake me, 
I'd find ſome Intervals, when my poor Heart A T 
Should *ſwage itſelf, - and be let looſe to: thine. H. 
Tho? the bare Earth be all our reſting Place, T 
Its Roots our Food, ſome Clift our Habitation, T 
Pl make this Arm a Pillo/ for thy Head; E' 
As thou fighing ly'ſt, and ſwell'd with Sorrow, © T. 
Creep to thy Boſom, pour the Balm of Love Of 
Into thy Soul, and kiſs thee to thy Reſt; 
Then pratie our God, and watch thee till the Morning. | 

FAFFEIR. Or 

Hear this, you Heav'ns, and wonder how you made her{ Tt 
Reign, reign ye Monarchs that divide the World, Te 
Buſy Rebellion ne'er will let you know Eq 
Tranquillity and Happineſs like mine; Mz 
Like gaudy Ships th*-obſequious Billows fall Th 
And riſe again, to lift you in your Pride; Sit 
They wait but for a Storm, and then devour you: 
I, in my private Bark, already wreck'd, I 


Like a poor Merchant driv'n on unknown Land, 

That had by Chance pack'd up his choiceſt Treaſure 

In one dear Caſket, and ſav'd only that, | 
Since IL muſt wander further on the Shore, g 


Thus hug my little, but my precious Store; 
Reſoly'd to ſcorn, and truſt my Fate no more. [ Exc. 


ACT 


2 
*. 
— 


— 


A Prot DISscOVIR'D. 24 


— * 


1 — 7 * * * E / 8 Nerd 1 & 1 
„eee 2 A WJ Ns PF \ 


ACT Il. sc ENE 1. 
Enter P1ERRE and AQUILINA, 
AQUILINA. 

Y all thy Wrongs, thou'rt dearer to my Arms 


Than all the Wealth of Venice: Pr'ythee ſtay, 
And let us love THI: | 
{PIERRE 
No: There is Fosl. 
There's Fool about thee: When a Woman fells 
Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loſt to me; 
They leave a Taint, a Sully where they've paſt; 
There's ſuch a baneful Quality about em 
Een ſpoils Complexions with their Nauſcouſheſs, . 
They infe@ all they touch; I cannot think 
Of taſting any thing a Fool has pall'd. 
AQDUILINA. 
I loath and ſcorn that Fool thou mean'R, as much 
Or more than thou canſt ; but the Beaſt has Gold 
That makes him neceſſary: Power too, 
To qualify my Character, and poiſe me 
Equal with peeviſh Virtue, that beholds 
My Liberty with Envy: In their Hearts 
They” re looſe as I am; but an ugly Power 
Sits in their Faces, and frights Pleaſure from %em. 
PIERRE. 
Much good may't do you, Madam, with your Senator. 
AQUILINA. 
My Senator ! why, canſt thou think that Wretch 
Fer fill'd thy Aquilina's Arms with Pleaſute ? 
Think'ſt thou, becauſe I ſometimes give him 
Te foil himſelf at what he is unfit for; 
Becauſe I force myſelf t' endure and ſuffer him, 
Vo I. III. L Think'ſt 
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Think'ſt thod, I love. him? No, by all the Joys, | 
Thou ever gav'ſt me, his Preſence is my Penance  ' 


A mere Memento Mori to poor Women. 
I never lay by his decrepit Side. 
But all that Night I ponder'd on my Grave. 
PIERRE. 
Would he were well ſent thither. 
A 2U LINA, 
That's my Wiſh too; 
For then my Pierre, I might have Cauſe with Pleaſure 
To play the Hypocrite; Oh! I could weep 


Over the dying Dotard, kiſs him too, A 
In hopes to fmother him quite; then when the Time 
Was come to pay my Sorrows at his Funeral, 
(For he has already made me Heir to Treaſures 
Wou'd make me out- act a real Widows whining :) 
How could I frame my Face to fit my Mourning |! 
With wringing Hands attend him to his Grave, | 
Fall ſwooning on his Hearſe: Take mad Poſſeſſion 11 
Een of the diſmal Vault where he lay bury'd, | Ar 
There like th* Ephefian Matron dwell, till thou, 4 Fo 
My lovely Soldier, com'ſt to my Deliverance ; | Kr 
Then throwing up my Veil, with open Arms Py 
And laughing Eyes, run to new dawning Joy. Ha 
PIERRE. To 
No more! I've Friends to meet me here To-night, Sur 
And muſt be private. As you prize my Friendſhip, No 
Keep up your Coxcomb : Let him not pry nor liſten, Hel 


Nor fiſk about the Houſe as I have ſeen him, 
Like a tame mumping Squirrel with a Bell on ; 
Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 
AQUILINA, 
What Friends to meet? may'nt I be of your Council? 
PIERRE. 

How! A Woman aſk Queſtions out of Bed? 

Go to your Senator, aſk him what paſſes 


Amongſt 


icil ? | 


ongſt 
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Amongſt his Brethren - he'll hide nothing from you : "ta 
But pump me not for Politicks. No more ! : 


* d * 3 


Give order that whoever in my Name | 
Comes here, receive Ad mittance. So good Night. 


42 ILIN A. 
Muſt we ne'er meet again! Embrace no more! 
Is Love ſo ſoon and utterly forgotten! 


| PIERRE. 
As you henceforward treat your Fool, PII think on't 


R 
Curſt be all Fools—l die if he forſakes me; gr 1 
And how to keep him, Heav'n or Hell inſtruct me. . 7 


8 C E N E. the RIAL To. 
Enter Jr. 


FAFFEIR. 
Pm here; and thus, the Shades of Night around me, 


1 look as if all Hell were in my Heart, 


And I in Hell. Nay, ſurely tis fo with me; 

For every Step I tread methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids me not be quiet. 
I've heard how deſperate Wretches like myſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead Time of Night 

To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walk : 
Sure I'm ſo curſt, that tho? of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. 

Hell ! Hell! why fleep'® thou ? 


Enter PIE NA E. 


PIERRE. 
Sure I've ſtaid too long: 
The Clock has ſtruck, and I may loſe * Proſelyte. 
Speak, who goes there? 


FAFFEIR, 
A Dog that comes to howl 
L 2 At 
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At yonder Moon : What's he that aſks the Queſtion ? 
PIERRE. 


A Friend to Dogs, for they are honeſt Creatures, 
And ne'er betray their Maſters ; never fawn 


On any that they love not : Well met, Friend: 


Jafftir . 
 FAFFETIR. 
The ſame. Oh Pierre, thou'rt come in ſeaſon, 
I was juſt going to pray. 
PIERRE. 
Ah that's mechanick, 
Prieſts make a Trade ont, and yet ſtarve by't too: 
No praying; it ſpoils Buſineſs, * T ime's Nd : 
Where's Belvidera ? | 
FAFFEIR. 
For a Day or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, till I ee farther 
What Fortune will do with me. Pr'ythee, Friend, 
If thou wouldſt have me fit to hear good Counſel, 
Speak not of Belvidera? 


PIERRE. 
Not of her ? 
| FAFFEIR. 
Oh no! 
PIERR 
Nor name her ? May be I with = well, 
FAFFEIR, | | 
Whom well ? 5 
PIERRE, 
Thy Wife, lovely Belvidera; 
I hope a Man may wiſh his 1 iend's Wife well, 
And no Harm done! | 
e. | 
You're merry, Pierre“ | 


PIERRE. 
X I am fo: 


Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belvidera (mile 3 Gil 
e 


Ve'll 
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We'll all rejoice, here's ſomething to buy Pins. 


[ Gives him a Pur/e. 
Marriage is chargeable. 


FAFFEIR. 
I but half wiſht 
To ſee the Devil, and he's here already. Well ! 
What muſt this buy, Rebellion, Murder, Treaſon & 
Tell me which Way I muſt be damn'd for this. 


PIERRE. 

When laſt we parted, we'd no Qualms like thefe. 
But entertain'd each other's Thoughts like Men, 
Whoſe Souls were well acquainted. Is the World 
Reform'd ſince our laſt meeting? What new Miracles 
Have happen'd ? has Priuli's Heart relented ? 

Can he be honeſt ? 


\: F.F# PEIR. 
Kind Heav'n! let heavy Curſes 


Gall his old Age; Cramps, Aches rack his Bones, 


And bittereſt Diſquiet wring his Heart; 
Oh let him live ?till Life become his Burden ! 


Let him groan under't long, linger an Age 
In the worſt Agonies and Pangs of Death, 


And find its Eaſe, but late. 


PIERRE. 1 
Nay, couldſt thou not 
As well my Friend, have ſtretch'd the Curſe to all 
The Senate round, as to one fingle Villain? 


FAFFETIR,. 
But Curſes ſtick not : Could I kill with Curſing, 
By Heav'n, I know not thirty Heads in Venice 
Should not be blaſted ; Senators ſhould rot 
Like Dogs on Dunghills ; ; but their Wives and Daughters 
Die of their own Diſeaſes. Oh for a Curſe | 
To kill with ! 


PIERRE. | 
Daggers, Daggers, are much better 
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fl FALFFEIR. 
i} Ha 
t A 
| Daggers 1 
0 | N where are they Þ 
is | PIERRE. 
1 | | 11 Oh, a thouſand 
19 May be diſpos'd in honeſt Hands in Venice. 
| ; FAFFEFR 
1H Thou talk'ſt in Clouds. 
5 | ""PTERR Z. 
1. „Kam But yet a Heart half wrong' d 
1 As thine has a would find the Meaning, Jabfeir. 
. 85 FAFFEIR. 
ö 1 A thouſand Es all in honeſt Hands; ; 
I | And have not I a Wen will ſtick one here ? 
ll |; | PIERRE. 
vis Yes, ib I ard "ou wert not to be cheriſht 
| T' a nobler Purpoſe, I would be that Friend. 


But thou halt better Friends; Friends whom thy Wrong, 
Have made thy Friends; Friends worthy to be call'd ſo] 
| PI! truſt thee with a Secret; There are Spirits 
. This Hour at work. But as thou art a Man, 
ö Whom I have pickt and choſen from the World, 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter, 
And when I've told thee that which only Gods, 
{ And Men like Gods, are privy to, then ſweas 
No Chance or Change ſhall wreſt it from thy Boſom. 


TAFFEIR. 
| When thou wouldſt bind me, is there need of Oaths ? 


but 2 oo 633 2 2 ——— ry „ * 


(Green- ſickneſs Girls loſe Maidenheads with ſuch Counters) 


0 it For thou'rt ſo near my Heart, that thou may'ſt ſee 
Ib | Its Bottom, ſound its Strength and Firmneſs to thee : 
6 Is Coward, Fool, or Villain in my Face? 
| : | If I ſeem none of thefe, I dare believe 

lf 41 Thou would not uſe me in a little Cauſe, p 
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For I am fit for Honour's tougheſt Tafk ; 
Nor ever yet found fooling was my Province; 
And for a villainous inglorious Enterprize, © - - 
I know thy Heart ſo well, I dare lay mine 
Before 155 ſet it to what Point thou 
PIERRE. os rock, 
Nay, it's a Cauſe thou wilt be fond of, Pafrirs g 
For it is founded on the nobleſt Baſis, | 
Our Liberties, our natural Inheritance ; 
There's no Religion, no Hypocriſy in't; | 
We'll do the Buſineſs, and ne'er faſt and pray fort 
Openly act a Deed the World ſhall gaze 
With wonder at, and envy when *tis done. 
 FAFFEIR.- 
For Libesty ! Wl a 
PIERRE. 
For Liberty, my Friend ! 3 
Thou ſhalt be freed from baſe Priull's s Tyranny, 
And thy ſequeſtred Fortunes heal'd again. 
I ſhall be freed from thoſe opprobrious Wrongs 
That preſs me now, and bend my Spirit downward. 
All Venice free, and every growing Merit 
Succeed to its juſt Right: Fools ſhall be pull'd 
From Wiſdom's Seat; thoſe baleful unclean Birds, 
Thoſe lazy Owls who (perch'd near Fortune's Top 
Sit only watchful with their heavy Wings 
To cuff down new-fledg*d Virtues, that would riſe 
To nobler Heights, and make the Grove harmonious, 
 — £2: PLPPESEDFTR, 
What can I do? | 
| PIERRE. | 
Canſt thou not kill a Senator? 
FAFFEIX. 
Were there one wiſe or honeſt, I could kill him 
For herding with that Neſt of Fools and Knaves. 
By all my Wrongs, thou talk'ſt as if Reve 
Were to be had, and the brave Story warms me. 
| L 4 2 


248 Vznrcrt PREISE RD: Or, 
PIERRE. 


Swear then! | 
. FA4FFEIR. 
I do, by all thoſe glittering Stars 
And yon great ruling Planet of the Night ! 
By all good Powers above, and ill below! 
By Love and Friendſhip, dearer than my Life! 
No Power, or Death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 
PIERRE. | 
Here we embrace, and I'll unlock my Heart. 
A Council's held hard by, where the Deſtruftion 
Of this great Empire's hatching : There 1'11 lead thee ! 
But be a Man, for thou'rt to mix with Men 
Fit to diſturb the Peace of all the World, 
And rule it when it's wildeſt— 
JAFFEIR. 
I give thee Thanks 
For this kind Warning: Yes, Ill be a Man, 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene' er thou ſeeſt my Fears 
Betray me leſs, to rip this Heart of mine 
Out of my Breaſt, and ſhew it for a Coward's. 
Come, let's be gone, for from this Hour I chace 
All little Thoughts, all tender human Follies 
Out of m a ORE Vengeance ſhall have room: 
Revenge 
9 PIERRE. 
And Liberty! | 
FAF FEIR. | 
Revenge! Revenge— [Ten 


The SCENE changes to AqQu ILINA's Houſe, 
the Greek Courtezan. 


Enter RenAVvLrtT. 


: RENAULT. 
Why was my Choice Ambition, the worſt Ground 


A 


A Wretch can build on? it's indeed at Diſtance 
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A goodly Proſpect, tempting to the View, 


The Height delights us, and the Mountain-Top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe it's nigh. ta Heav'n; 

But we ne'er think how ſandy's the Foundation, : 
What Storm will batter, and what e ſhake us. 
Who's there ? 


Enter 8 PIN os A. 
SPINOSA © ET 
Renault, Good-morrow ! for by this Time 
I think the Scale of Night has turn'd the Balance, 
And weighs up Morning : Has the Clock ſtruck Twelve ? 


RENAULT. 

Yes ; Clocks will go as they are ſet : But Man, 
Irregular Man's ne'er conſtant, never certain : 
I've ſpent at leaft three precious Hours of Darkneſs 
In waiting dull Attendance ; 5, *tis the Curſe 
Of diligent Virtue to be mixt, like mine, 
With giddy Tempers, Souls bat half reſolv'd. 

SPINOS A. | 
Hell ſeize that Soul amongſt 1 85 it can frighten. 


RENAULT. . + 
What's then the Cauſe that I am here alone? 
Why are we not together 


Enter 2105“ 10 C0 
O Sir, welcome! 
You are an Engliſman When Treaſon's — 
One might have thought you'd not have heen behind Hand: 
In what Whore's Lap have you been lolling ? 
Give but an Exgliſman his Whore and Eaſe, 
Beef and a Sea-coal-fire, he's your's for ever. 


Heir I.E 
Frenchman, you are ſaucy. 


RENAULT. 
How! 


* 
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Enter Abba lade Ambaſſador, THzODOR YE, | 
BRAMVEILL, Dusan, BAA, Raviiiino, 
Mz IAN, Tan on, REeTROS1, Conſpirators. 


BEDAMAR 
| At Difference! ** 
Is this a time for Quarrels? Thieves and Rogues 
Fall out and brawl : Should Men of your high Calling, 
Men ſeparated by the Choice of Providence 
From the groſs Heap of Mankind, and ſet here 
In this Aſſembly as in one great Jewel, 
T'adorn the braveſt Purpoſe it &er ſmil'd on; 
Should you, like Boys, wrangle for Trifles ? 


D 


Boys! 
B E D, oe NAR. 
Nenauit, ys Hand! - 


r | 
I thought Pd given my Heart 
Long fince to every Man that mingles here; 
But grieve to find it truſted with ſuch Tempers, 
That can't forgive my froward Age its Weakneſs. 


BEDAMAR. | 
Eliot, thou once hadſt Virtue ;. I have ſeen. 

Thy ſtubborn Temper bend with God-like Goodneſs, 
Not half thus courted: Tis thy Nation's Glory, 
To hug the Foe that offers brave Alliance. 
Once more embrace, my Friends - we'll all embrace 
United thus, we are the mighty Engine 
Muſt twiſt this raoted Empire from its Baſis ! 
Totters not it already ? 

ELIQT. 

Would *wwere tumbling. 

 BEDAMAR. 

Nay it ſhall aw; This Night we ſeal its Ruin. 
, Enter 
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Enter PI ER RRE. 
Oh Pierre, thou art welcome!“ 
Come to my Breaſt, for by its Hopes thou look'ſt 
Lovelily dreadful, and the Fate of Venice | 
Seems on thy Sword already. Oh my Mars / 
The Poets that firſt feign'd a God of War 
Sure propheſy'd of thee. 
| PIERRE. 
Friends ! was not Brutus, | 
(I mean that Brutus, who in open Senate 
Stabb'd the firſt Cz/ar that nt vſary's the Weekly” 
A gallant Man ? 


 RENAUL 7. 
Yes, and Catiline too; 
Tho? Story wrong his Fame: For he conſpir' d 
To prop the reeling Glory of us Country : oe” 
His Cauſe was good. hath Go 


BED #1 R. 

And ours as much above it, 
As Renault thou'rt ſuperior to 8 
Or Pierre to Caſſius. 


PIERRE. 
1 Then to what we aim at, 
When do we ſtart ? or muſt we talk for ever? 
BE DAM 4 R. 1 f 
No, Pierre, the Deed's near Birth: Fate ſeems to 1 ſet 
The Buſineſs up, and given it to our Care: 
I hope there's not a Heart or Hand amongf us. 
But 1s firm and ready. 
| ALL. 
All! 
We'll die wah 9 
BEDAMAR.. woo! v. 
Oh Men, = | 720 
Matchleſs, as will your 6 be bereaſters; 0 £ G 
The Game is for a matchleſs Prize if won z 
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= And hiſs in her Foundation, 


If loſt, diſgraceful Ruin. 


RE N AUL 7 
What can loſe it? 

The publick Stock's a Beggar ; one Venetian 
Truſts not another: Look into their Stores 
Of general Safety ; empty Magazines, 
A tatter'd Fleet, a murmuring unpaid Army, 
Bankrupt Nobility, a haraſs'd Commonalty, 
A factious, giddy, and divided Senate, 
Is all the Strength of Venice: Let's deſtroy it; 
Let's fill their Magazines with Arms to awe them, 
Man out their Fleet, and make their Trade maintain it; 
Let looſe the murmuring Army on their Maſters, 
To pay themſelves with Plunder, lop their Nobles 
To the baſe Roots, whence moſt of em firſt ſprung; 
Enfſlave the Rout, whom ſmarting will make humble; 
Turn out their droning Senate, and poſleſs | 
That Seat of Empire which our Soul's were fram'd for. 

| "PIERRE. 

Ten thouſand Men are armed, at your Nod, 
Commanded all by Leaders fit to guide 
A Battle for the Freedom of the World ; 
This wretched State has ftarv'd them in its Service. 
And by your Bounty quicken'd, they're refolv'd 
To ſerve your Glory, and revenge their own : 
They've all their different Quarters in this City, 


Watch for th' Alarm, and grumble tis ſo tardy. 


BE DAMARX. 

I doubt not, Friend, but thy unwearied Diligence 
Has ſtill kept waking, and it ſhall have Eaſe ; 
After this Night it is refoly'd we meet 
No more, till Venice own us for her Lords. 

PIERRE. 

How lovely the Adriatick Whore, 
Dreſs'd in her Flames, will ſhine ! devouring Flames! 
Such as ſhall burn her to the watery Bottom, 


BED 4- 


n it; 
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BEDAMAR. 
Now if any 

Amongſt us that owns this glorious Cauſe, 
Have Friends or Intereſt he'd wiſh to ſave, 
Let it be told; the general Doom is ſeal'd ; 
But I'd forego the Hopes of a World's Empire, 
Rather than wound the Bowels of my Friend. 

| . 

I muſt confeſs, you there have touch'd my Weakneſs; 

T have a Fried; hear it, and ſuch a Friend! 
My Heart was ne'er ſhut to him. Nay, Þ ll tell you. 
He knows the very Buſineſs of this Hour ; 
But he rejoices in the Cauſe, and loves it ; 


Weave chang'd a Vow to live and die together, 


And he's at Hand to ratify it here. 


RENAULT. 

How! all betray'd ? 
PIERRE. | 

No——Pve dealt nobly with you; 

P've brought my All into the publick Stock; 

Pad but one Friend, and him I'Il ſhare amongſt you? 

Receive and cheriſh him : or if, when ſeen 

And ſearch'd, you find him worthleſs; as my Tongue 

Has lodg'd this Secret in his faithful Breaſt, 

To eaſe your Fears I wear a Dagger here, 

Shall rip it out again, and give you Reſt. 

Come forth thou only Good I e'er could boaſt of. 


Enter JAFFEIR with a Dagger, 


BEDAMAR. 
His Preſence bears the Shew of manly Virtue! 
FAFFEIR. 
I know you'll wonder all, that thus uncall'd, 
I dare approach this Place of fatal Councils ; 
But I'm amongſt you, and by Heav'n it glads me, 
To ſee ſo many Virtues thus united, 


To reſtore Juſtice and dethrone Oppreſſion. 


Commard 
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Command this Sword, if you would have it quiet, 
Into this Breaſt; but if you think it worthy 
To cut the Throats of reverend Rogues in Robes, 
Send me into the curs'd aſſembled Senate; 
It ſhrinks not, tho? I meet a Father there. 
Would you behold this City flaming ? Here's 
A Hand ſhall bear a lighted Torch at Noon 
To th' Arſenal, and ſet its Gates on Fire. 
RENAULT. 
You talk this well, Sir. 
FAFFEIR. 
Nay—by Heav'n I'll do this, 
Come, come, I read Diſtruſt in all your Faces, 
You fear me a Villain; and indeed it's odd 
To hear a Stranger talk thus at firſt meeting, 
Of Matters that have been ſo well debated ; 
But I come ripe with Wrongs, as you with Councils: 
T hate this Senate, am a Foe to Venice: 
A Friend to none, but Men reſolv'd like me, 
To puſh on Miſchief, Oh did you but know me, 
I need not talk thus! | 
BEDAMAR. 
Pierre! I muſt embrace him. 
My Heart beats to this Man as if it knew him. 
EXENAUILT. 
I never lov'd theſe Huggers. 
FLF FEY Rv 
Still I ſee, 
The Cauſe delights me not. Vour Friends ſurvey me 
As I were dangerous - but I come arm'd 
Againſt all Doubts, and to your Truſt will give 
A Pledge, worth more than all the World can pay for. 
My Belvidera ! Ho! My Belvidera ! 
| BEDAMAR. 
What Wonder's next? 
| JAFFEIR. 
Let me intreat you, Sirs, . 


As 


this, 
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As I have henceforth Hopes to call ye Friends, 

That all but the Ambaſſador, and this 

Grave Guide of Councils, with my Friend that owns me. 

Withdraw a while, to ſpare a Woman's Bluſhes. 
[Exeunt all bat Bed. Ren. Jaff. Pier. 

: BEDAMAR. | 

Whither will all this Ceremony lead us ? 

FAFFEIR.. 


My Belvidera! Ho! my Belvidera ! 


BU 


Enter BRERLVID ERA. 
BELFIDERA. 

Who calls ſo loud at this late peaceful Hour! 
That Voice was wont to come in gentle Whiſpers, 
And fill my Ears with the foft Breath of Love : | 
Thou hourly Image of my Thoughts, where art thou? 


FAFFEIR. 
Indeed *tis late. | | 
BELVIDERA. | | 
Oh! L have ſlept and dreamt, | 
And dreamt again: Where haſt thou been thou Loiterer k 
Tho' my Eyes clos'd, my Arms have ſtill been open'd ; o 
Stretch'd every Way betwixt my broken Slumbers, 13 
To ſearch if thou wert come to crown my Reſt; 
There's no Repoſe without thee: Oh the Day 


Too ſoon will break, and wake us to our Sorrow 5 ; 
Come, come to Bed, and bid thy Cares Good- night. 


AFT EIRX. : 

Oh Belvidera! we muſt change the Scene 
In which the paſt Delights of Life were taſted : 
The Poor ſleep little; we muſt learn to watch 
Our Labours late, and early every Morning, 
Midſt Winter Froſts, thin clad and fed with ſparing, 
Riſe to our Toils, and drudge away the Day. 

ELI D IRA. 

Alas! where am I! whither is't you lead me! | 

Methinks I read Diſtraction in your Face! | | 
: Some< 


ö 
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Something leſs gentle than the Fate you tell me: 

You ſhake aud tremble too! your Blood runs cold ! 
Heav'ns guard my Love, and bleſs his Heart with ae. 
FAFFEIR. 

That I have Patience, let our Fate bear witneſs, 
Who has ordain'd it ſo, that thou and I, 
(Thou the divineſt Good Man e'er poſſeſs'd, 
And I, the wretched'ſ of the Race of Man) 
This very Hour, without one Tear, muſt part. 


| BELFIDER A. 

Part! muſt we part? Oh am I then forſaken ? 
Will my Love caſt me off? have my Misfortunes 
Offended him ſo highly, that he'll leave me? 
Why drag you from me? whither are you going ? 
mm my Life! my Love! | 

TFAFFEIR, 
Oh Friends ! 


BELYIDERA. 


FAFFEIR. 


Take her from my Heart, 
She'll gain ſuch Hold elſe, I ſhall ne'er get looſe. 


I charge thee take her, but with tender'ſt Care, 
Relieve her Troubles and aſſuage her Sorrows. 


RENAULT. 
Riſe, Madam! and command amongſt your Ee 
FAFFEIR. | 
To you, Sirs, and your Honour, I bequeath her, 
And with her this; whene'er I prove unworthy— 
I ive a Dagger. 
You know the reſt Then ſtrike it to her Heart; 
And tell her, he who three whole happy Vears 
Lay in her Arms, and each kind Night repeated 
The paſſionate Vows of ſtill increafing Love, 
Sent that Reward for all her 'Truth and Sufferings. 


BELVIDER A. 
Nay, take my Life, fince he has fold it cheaply ; 


Speak to me. 


wJ ty 
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Or ſend me to ſome diſtant Clime your Slave; 
But let it be far off, leſt my Complainings 
Should reach his guilty Ears, and ſhake his Peace. 


FAFFEIR. 

No, Belvidera, I've contriv'd thy Honour; 
Truſt to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind 
To me, as I'll preſerve that Faith unbroken. 
When next we meet, I'll lift thee to a Height, 
Shall gather all the gazing World about thee; 
To wonder what ſtrange Virtue plac'd thee there. 
But if we ne'er meet more | 

BELFIIDERA. 
Oh thou unkind one; 

Ne'er meet more ! have I deſerv'd this from you ? 
Look on me, tell me; ſpeak, thou dear Deceiver, 
Why am I ſeparated from thy Love ? f [ 
If I am falſe, accuſe me; but if true, 
Don't, pr'ythee don't in Poverty forſake me, 
But pity the ſad Heart, that's torn with parting. 
Yet hear me! yet recall me— [ Zæeunt Ren. Bed. and Belv. 


FAFFETR. 
Oh my Eyes! 
Look not that Way, but turn yourſelves a while 
Into my Heart, and be wean'd all together. 
My Friend, where art thou ? 


PIERRE. 
Here, my Honour's Brother. 
|  FAFFETIR. 


Is Bewvidera gone? 
ny PIERRE. 


Renault has led her 
Back to her own Apartment; but, by Heav'n! 
Thou muſt not ſee her more till our Work's over. 
FAFFETIR. 
No ? 


PIERRE. . 
Not for your Life. 
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Oh Pierre, wert thou hag ſhe, 
How I could pull thee down into my Heart, | 


Gaze on thee till my Eye ſtrings crackt with Love, 


Till all my Sinews with its Fire extended, 

Fixt me upon the Rack of ardent Longing; 

Then ſwelling, ſighing, raging to be bleſt, 

Come like a panting Turtle to thy Breaſt, 

On thy ſoft Boſom, hovering, bill and play, 

Confeſs the Cauſe why laſt I fled away; 

Own 'twas a Fault, but ſwear to give it o'er, 

And never follow falſe Ambition more. [ Exeunt. 


ACT m. SCENE I. 


Enter A QUILI NA and her Maid. 


AQUILINA. © > 2 
ELL him I am gone to Bed: Tell him I am not 
at Home; tell him I've better Company with me, 
or any Thing; tell him in ſhort I will not ſee him, the 
eternal troubleſome vexatious Fool: He's worſe Com- 
pany than an ignorant Phyſician——1'l1 not be diſturb'd, 
at theſe unſeaſonable Hours. 
M ATD. 
But, Madam! he's here already, juſt enter'd the Doors. 
AQUILING. 

Turn him out again, you unneceſſary, uſeleſs, giddy- 
brain'd Aſs! if he will not be gone, ſet the Houſe 
a-fire and burn us both : I'd rather meet a Toad in my 
Diſh, than that old hideous Animal in my Chamber to 


Enter 


th 


7. 
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__ 


Enter ANTON10. 


ANTONIO. 

Nacky, Nacky, Naciy, —how doſt do, Nachy? hurry 
durry. I am come, little Nach; paſt eleven o'Clock, a 
late Hour ; ; time in all Conſtiencen to go to Bed, Nacky— 
Nacky did I ſay ? Ay, Nacky, Apuilina, lina, lina, guilina, 
quiliza, quilina, Aquilina, Naguilina, Naguilina, Acky, Acky, 
Nacky, Nacky, Queen Nacky come let's to Bed 
you Fubbs, you Pugg you——you little Puſs——Purree 
Tuzzy——1I am a Senator. 


ADUILINA. 
You are a Fool, I am ſure. 


| ANTONIO. 
May be ſo too, Sweet-heart. Never the worſe Senator 


' wr ab ne Come, Nacky, Nacky, let's have a Game 


at Romp, Nacky, 
.ACQUTILING. | 
You would do well, Signior, to be troubleſome here 
no longer, but leave me to myſelf; be ſober and go 
home, Sir. | 
 4NTONI 0 
Home, Madona ! 
AQUILIN A. 
Ay, home, Sir, Who am I? 
ANTONIO. 
Madona, as I take it you are my you are 
thou art my little Nicky, Nacky——that's all! 
„ AMAQUILINA 
I find you are reſolv'd to be troubleſome ; and fo to 


make ſhort of the Matter in few Words, I hate yau, deteſt 


you, loath you, I am weary of you, ſick of you 
hang you, you are an old, filly, impertinent, impotent, 
ſolicitous Coxcomb; crazy in your Head, and lazy in 
your Body, love to be meddling with every thing, and if 
you had not Money, you are good for nothing. 


ANT O. 


* 
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ANTONIO. 

Good for nothing Hurry durry, Pl! try that preſently, 
Sixty-one Years old, and good for nothing; that's brave, 
[To the Maid.) Come, come, come, Mrs. Fiddle-faddle, 
turn you out for a Seaſon ; go, turn out I fay, it is our 
Will and Pleaſure to be private ſome Moments——ont 
out when you are bid too Puts her out and locks the Docr. 
Good for nothing, you ſay? 


| ADUILIN A. 

Why, what are you good for ? 

ANTONIO. 

In the firſt Place, Madam, I am old, and aeg a 
very wiſe, very wiſe, Madcna, d'ye mark that? In the 
ſecond Place take Notice, if you pleaſe, that I am a Senator, 
and when I think fit can make Speeches, Madona. Hurry 
durry, I can make a Speech in the Senate-houſe now and 
then would make your Hair ſtand an end, Madona. . 


AQDUILINAGA. 

What care I for your Speeches in the Senate-hauſe ? 

if you would be filent here, I ſhould thank you. 
ANTONIO. 

Why, I can make Speeches to thee too, my wi 
Madona; for Example—My cruel Fair one, 

[Takes out a Purſe of Gold, and at every Pauſe ſhakes it. 
Since it is my Fate, that you ſhould with your Servant 
angry prove; tho? late at Night I hope tis not too 
late with this to gain Reception for my Love——There's 
for thee, my little Nicky Nacky——take it, here take it—I 
ſay take it, or Pl] throw it at your Head—how now, Rebel! 

AQUILITN AA. 

Truly, my illuſtrious Senator, I muſt confeſs your 

Honour is at preſent moſt profoundly eloquent indeed. 
ANTONIO... 

Very well : Come now let's fit down and think upon't 

a little—come fit, I ſay—fit down by me a little, my 


Nicky Nacky, ha [Sir, down. ] Harry durry—good 
or nothing 


A2UT- 
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AQUILIN A. 
No, Sir, if you pleaſeI can know my Diſtance, and ſtand. 


ANTONTIO. 
Stand: How, Nacky up and I down! my then let me 
exclaim with the Poet, 


Shew me a Caſe more pitiful who can, 
4 Handing Woman and a falling Man. 


Hurry durry not fit do /n ee this ye Gods. 
You won't fit down ? 
| AQUILIN A. 
No, Sir. 
ANTONIO. © 

Then look you now, ſuppoſe me a Bull, a Baſan Bull, 
the Bull of Bulls, or any Bull. Thus up I get and with 
my Brows thus bent—I broo, I ſay I broo, I broo, I 
broo. You won't fit down, will you broo,——— 

[ Bellows like a Bull and drives her about. 


Well, Sir, I muſt endure this [She firs down. 
Now your Honour has been a Bull, pray what Beaſt will 
your Worſhip pleaſe to be next ? 


ANTONIO. 

No ll be a Senator again, and thy Lover, little 
Nicky Nacky ! | He fits by ber.] Ah Toad, Toad, Toad, 
Toad-! ſpit in my Face a little, Nacky——ſpitiin my Face, 
pry*thee, ſpit in my Face never ſo little: ſpit but a little 
bit —— fpit, ſpit, ſpit, ſpit when you are bid I ſay ; 
now, now, now ſpit: what you 
won't ſpit will you? Then PII be a Dog. 

| 4 2U ILINA. 
A Dog, my Lord! 
ANTONIO. 

Ay, a Dog—and I'll give thee this other Purſe to let 


me be a Dog—— and uſe me like a Dog a little. Hury 
durry—I will—here tis— [Gives the Purſe, 
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d AQUILINA. 

Well, with all my Heart. But let me beſeech your 
Dogſhip to play your Tricks over as faſt as you can, that 
you may come to ſtinking the ſooner, and be turn'd out 
of Doors as you deſerve. 

ANTONIO. | 

Ay, ay———no matter for that-——that ſhan't 
move me [He gets under the Table. ] Now bough waugh 
waugh, bough waugh— 

AQUILINA. 

Hold, hold, hold Sir, I beſeech you : what is't you 
do? If Curs bite, they muſt be kickt, Sir, Do you ſee, 
kickt thus. 


ANTONIO. 
Ay, with all my Heart: do, kick, kick on, now I 


am under the Table, kick again—kick harder—harder 


yet, bough waugh, waugh, waugh, bough—odd, I'II 
have a Snap at thy Shins—bough waugh, waugh, waugh 
bough—'odd ſhe kicks bravely 
AQUILINA. 
Nay, then I'll go another Way to work with you: and 
I think here's an Inſtrument fit for the Purpoſe ! - 


[ Fetches a Whip and a Bell. 


What, bite your Miſtreſs, Sirrah! out, out of Doors you 


Dog, to Kennel and be hang'd—hite your Miſtreſs by” 


the Legs, you Rogue [She awhips bim. 
ANTONTO. 


Nay, pr'ythee Nacky, now thou art too loving: Hey 


durry, odd I'll be a Dog no longer. 


AQUILINA. 
Nay, none of your fawning and grinning ; but be 


gone, or here's the Diſcipline: What, bite your Miſtreſs 


by the Legs, you Mungrel ? out of Doors—hout, 
Hout, to Kennel, Sirrah ! go. 


ANTONTO. 


This is very barbarous Uſage, Nacky, very W ; 


look you, I will not go will not ſtir from the Door, 
that 


[ Barks like a Dog. 


I'm 
Inevit 
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that I abe ben, durry; what, ſhut me out? 
[She whips him out, 

ADUILINA. | 

Ay, and if you come here any more To-night III 


have my Footmen lug you, you Cur: What, bite your 
poor Miſtreſs Nacky, Sirrah ! 


Euer MA 1 b. 


MAI D. 
Heav'ns, Madam! what's the Matter ? 
[He howls at the Door like a Dog. 


AQUILINA. 
Call my Footmen hither preſently. 


Enter two FOOTMEN, 


: MAID. 
They are here already, Madem; the Houſe is all 
alarm'd with a ſtrange Noiſe, that nobody knows what 


to make of, 
4 2UILINA.. 
Go all of you and turn that troubleſome Beaſt in the 
next Room out of my Houſe—If I ever ſee him within 
theſe Walls again, without my Leave for his Admittance, 
you ſneaking Rogues—Pll have you poiſon'd all, poi... 
ſon'd like Rats: every Corner of the Houſe ſhall ſtink of 


one of you: Go, and learn hereafter to know my Plea- 
ſure, So now for my Pierre: 
Thus when the Godlike Lover-is diſpleas'd, 


[Exeunt. 


We ſacrifice our Fool, and he's appeas'd. 


SCENE I. 


Enter BELVID ERA. 


B EL VIDE R A. 
I'm ſacrific'd! I'm fold! Betray'd to Shame! 
Inevitable Ruin has inclos'd me! 
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No ſooner was I to my Bed repair'd, : 

To weigh and (weeping) ponder my Condition, 
But the old hoary Wretch, to whoſe falſe Care 
My Peace and Honour was entruſted, came + 
(Like T arguin) ghaſtly with infernal Luſt, 

Oh thou Roman Lucrece! 

Thou couldft find Friends to indicate thy Wrong; 
I never had but one, and he's prov'd falſe ; 

He that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray'd it; 
Left me! undone me! Oh that I could hate him! 
Where ſhall I go! Oh whither, whither wander? 


Enter Jarxezin. 


FAFFEIR. 

Can Belvidera want a Reſting- place, 
When theſe poor Arms are open to receive her! 
Oh *tis in vain to ſtruggle with Deſires - 
Strong as my Love to thee; for every Moment 
I'm from thy Sight, my Heart within my Boſom 
Moaus like a tender Infant in its Cradle, 
Whoſe Nurſe had left it: Come, and with the Songs 
Of gentle Love perſuade it to its Peace. 

3 ELYID ERA. 

I fear the ſtubborn Wanderer will not own me; 
*Tis grown a Rebel to be rul'd no longer, 
4 — the indulgent Boſom that firſt lull'd it; 
And, like a diſobedient Child, diſdains 
The ſoft Authority of Belvidera. 
FAFFEIR, 
| There was a Time 

BELVIDERA. 
Ves, yes, there was a Time 

When Belwidera's Tears, her Cries, and Sorrows, 
Were not deſpis'd ; when if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 
Or look but ſad ;—there was indeed a Time 
When Jaffeir would have ta'en her in his Arms, 
Eas'd her declining Head upon his Breaſt, 


And 


And 
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And never left her *till he found the Cauſe, * 
But let her now weep Seas, 1 162-7 
Cry in ſhe rend the Earth; ſigh till de burt 5 


Her Heart aſunder; ſtill he bears it all, 
Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks onſhaken, | 


FAFFEIR. 

Have I been deaf? am I that Rock unmov'd, | 
Againſt whoſe Root, Tears beat, and Sighs are ſent! 
In vain have I beheld thy Sorrows calmly! | 
Witneſs againſt me, Heav'ns, have I done this? 

Then bear me in a Whirlwind back again, 

And let that angry dear One ne'er forgive me! 

Oh thou too raſhly cenſureſt of my Love! 

Could thou but think how I have fpent this Night, 

Dark and alone, no Pillow to my Head, 

Reſt in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart, 

Thou would*ft not, Belvideru, ſure thou would'ſt not, 

Talk to me thus, but like a pitying Angel f 

Spreading thy Wings, come ſettle on my Breaſt, 

And hatch warm Comfort there, ere Sorrows freeze. 
 BELFIDERA.- <: 

Why hin poor Mourner, in what baleful Corner 
Haſt thou been talking with that Witch the Night? 
On what cold Stone haſt thou been ſtretch'd along, 
Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 
To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes?s 
Oh now I find the Cauſe my Love forſakes me! 
Jam Ho longer fit to bear a Share 
In his Concernments : My weak female Virtue 
Muſt not be truſted; *tis too frail and tender. 

-FAFFEIR. 
Oh Portia! Portia! What a Soul was thine ? 
wv BBEFITDERA.: 12 

That Portia was a Woman; and when Brutus, 

Big with the Fate of Romer, (Heav'n guard thy Safety yn 

Conceal'd from her the Labours of his Mind, 

She let him ſee her Blood was great as his, 

Var, III. M Flow'd 
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' 
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; ow 


Flow'd from a Spring as noble, and a Heart 
Fit to partake his Troubles, as his Love: 
Fetch, fetch that Dagger back, the dreadful Dower - 
Thou gav'ſt laſt Night in parting with me; ſtrike it 
Here to my Heart, and as the Blood flows from it, 
Judge if it run not pure as Cato's Daughter's. 
TJAFFEIR. 
Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, 
Unworthy ſo much Virtue : Teach me how 
I may deſerve ſuch matchleſs Love as thine, 
And ſee with what Attention I'll obey thee. 
BELVIDE RA. | 
Do not deſpiſe me: That's the All I aſk, 
FAFFEIX. 
Deſpiſe thee ! Hear me 
BELFIDERA. 
Oh thy charming Tongue 
Ts but too well acquainted with my Weakneſs ; 
Knows, let it name but Love, my melting Heart 
Diſſolves within my Breaſt; *till with clos'd Eyes 
I rel into thy Arms, and all's forgotten. 
FAFFEIR. 
What ſhall I do? 
 BELFIDERA. 
Tell me! be juſt, and tell me 
Why dwells that buſy Cloud upon thy Face? 
Why am I made a Stranger? why that Sigh, 


And I not know the Cauſe? Why when the World 


Is wrapt in Reſt, why chuſes then my Love 

To wander up and down in horrid Darkneſs, 
Loathing his Bed, and theſe defiring Arms ? 

Why are theſe Eyes bloodſhot with tedious watching ? 
Why ſtarts he now? and looks as if he wiſh'd: 

His Fate were finiſh'd ? Tell me, eaſe my Fear; 
Leſt when we next Time meet, I want the Power 
To ſearch into the Sickneſs of thy Mind, 

But talk as wildly then as thou lookeſt now, 
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FAFFEIR. 
Oh Belwidera ! Wee 4 
BELFIDERA _ 
Why was I laſt Night deliver'd to a Villain? 
FAFFEIR. 
Hah, a Villain? 
| BELVIDERA, 

Yes! to a Villain! Why at ſuch an Hour 
Meets that Aſſembly all made up of Wretches, ' 
That look as Hell has drawn 'em into League? 
Why, I in this Hand, and in that a . 

Was I deliver'd with ſach dreadful Ceremonies? 

tt To you, Sirs, and your Honour I bequeath her, 
« And with her this: Whene'er I prove unworthy, 
© You know the reſt, then ſtrike it to her Heart? 
Oh why's that r2/ conceal'd from me? muſt I 

Be made the Hoſtage of a helliſh Truſt ? 

For ſuch I know I am; that's all my Value! 

But by the Love and Loyalty I-owe thee, 

Pl free thee from the Bondage of theſe Slaves 
Strait to the Senate, tell 'em all I know, 

All that I think, all that my Fears inform me. 


FAFFEAIR © 
Is „ this the Reman Virtue! this the Blood 
That boaſts its Purity with Cat's Daughter! 
Would ſhe have e'er betray'd her. Brutus? 
BELIVIIDERA. © 
No, 
For Brutus truſted her : Wert thou-ſo kind, 
What would not Belvidera ſuffer for thee ? 
FAFFEIR. 
I ſhall undo myſelf, and tell thee all. 
 _BELFIDER A. 
Lick not upon me as I am a Woman, 
But as a Bone, thy Wife, thy Friend ; who long 
Has had Admiſhon to thy Heart, and there 
Study'd the Virtues of thy gallant Nature; 
'M 2 Thy 
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Thy Conſtancy, thy Courage, and thy Truth, 
Have been my daily Leſſon: I have learn'd em, 
And bold as thou, can ſuffer or deſpiſe f 
The worſt of Fates for thee; and with thee ſhare em. 
FAFFEITR. f 

Oh you divineſt Powers! look down and hear 
My Prayers! inſtruct me to reward this Virtue! 
Yet think a little, ere thou tempt me further; 
Think I've a Tale to tell will ſhake thy Nature, 
Melt all this boaſted Conſtancy thou talk'ſt of 
Into vile Tears and deſpicable Sorrows : © 
Then if thou ſhould*ſt betray me! 

BELVIDERA.: 
1 Shall 1 ſwear? 
TFAFFEIR. 

No, do not ſwear : I would not violate 
Thy tender Nature with ſo rude a Bond: 
But as thou hop'ſt to fee me live my Days, 
And love thee long, lock this within thy Breaſt ; 
I've bound myſelf by all the ſtrieteſt Sacraments, 


Divine and human —— 
 BELFIDE 2 A. 


F 


Speak ! 
| FAFFEIR. ; a 
To kill thy Father—— 
BEL VIDERA. 
My Father! 
| FAFFEIEX. 
Nas, the Throats of the whole Senate W 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera : He amongſt us Was 
That ſpares his Father, Brother, or his Friend, | Won. 
Is damn'd. How rich and beauteous will the Face And 


Of Ruin look, when theſe wide Streets run Blood; 
I, and the glorious Partners of my Fortune 
Shouting, and ftriding o'er the proſtrate Dead, 

Still to new Waſte ; whilſt thou, far off in Safety 


Smiling, Malt ſee the Wonders of our daring ; | i 


ate 


And 
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And when Night comes, with Praiſe and Love receive me. 
B ELVI DER A. 


FAFFEIR. 
Have a Care, and ſhrink not even in Thought ! 
For if thou do*ſt—— 
BELVYVIDE RA. 
I kn@ it, thou wilt kill me. 
Do, ſtrike thy Sword into this Boſom: Lay me 
Dead on the Earth, and then thou wilt be ſafe. 
Murder my Father! Tho? his cruel Nature 
Has perſecuted me to my Undoing ; 
Driven me to baſeſt Wants; can 1 behold him, 
With Smiles of Vengeance, butcher'd in his Age? 
The ſacred Fountain of my Life deftroy'd ? 
And canſt thou ſhed the Blood that gave me Being? 
Nay, be a Traitor too, and fell thy Country? 
Can thy great Heart deſcend ſo vilely low, . , - ' 
Miz with hir'd Slaves, Bravoes, and common Stab bers, 
Noſe- ſlitters, Alley-lurking Villains! Join 
With ſuch a Crew, and take a Ruffian's Wages, 
To cut the Throats of Wretches as they ſleep ? 
JF AFFEIR. 
Thou wrong' ſt me, Belvidera! I've engag*d 
With Men of Souls: Fit to reform the Illis L 
Of all Mankind: There's not a Heart amongſt them, 
But's ſtout as Death, yet honeſt as the Nature 1 
Of Man firſt made, ere Fraud and Vice were Faſhions. 
B ELVYVIDE RA. | | 
What's he, to whoſe curſt Hands laſt Night thou Ht 
Was that well done? Oh! I could tell a Story [me? 
Would rouze thy Lion-Heart out of its Den, | 
And make it rage with terrifying Fury. 
| JAFFEITR. 
Speak on, I charge thee ! pt! 14211 
B E. LVIDE NA. : 
Oh my Love! if ere 
x3 3 Tr 


Oh! 
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Thy Belvidera's Peace deſerve thy Care, 
Remove me from this Place: Laſt Night! laſt Ni * 
JAFFEIR. 
Diſtract me not, but give me all the Truth. 


BELVID ERA. 
No ſooner wert thou gone, and J alone, 
Left in the Power of that olq; Son of Miſchief ; 
No. ſooner was I lain on my ſad Bed, 


But that vile Wretch approach'd me; looſe, unbutton'd, 


Ready for Violation: Then my Heart 

Throbb'd with its Fears: Oh how I wept and lightd, 
And ſhrunk and trembled ; wiſh'd in vain for him 
That ſhould protect me. Thou, alas! wert gone. 


FAFFEIR. 
Patience! ſweet Heav'n, *till I make Vengeance ſure, 
BELVIDERA. Ka 
He drew the hideous Dagger forth thou gav'ſt him, 
And with upbraiding Smiles he faid, ** Behold it, 
«« This is the Pledge of a falſe Huſband's Love:“ 
And in my Arms then preft, and would have claſp'd me; 
But with my Cries I ſcar'd his coward Heart, 
Till he withdrew, and mutter'd Vows to Hell. 
Theſe are thy Friends! with theſe thy Life, thy Honour, 
Thy Love all ſtak'd, and all will gu to Ruin. 
FAFFEIR. 
No more : I charge thee keep this Secret cloſe ; 
Clear up thy Sorrows, look as if thy Wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a Friend, 
As no Complaint were made. No more ; retire, 
Retire my Life, and doubt not of my Honour; 
PI heal its Failings, and deſerve thy Love. 
BELVIIDERA. 
Oh ſhould I part with thee, I fear thou wilt 
In Anger leave me, and return no more. 
| FAFFEIR. 
Return no more! I-would not live without thee 
Another Night to purchaſe the Creation. 


BEL 


re. 


me; 
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5 ELVIDE RA. | 
When ſhall we meet again þ 


FAFFEIR. 
Anon at Twelve! 
Il ſteal myſelf to thy expecting Arms, 
Come like a travell'd Dove, and bring thee Peace, 


BELYVIDERA, 
Indeed ! | 
FAFFERTR.. 
By all our Loves! 
BELVIDERA. | 
"Tis hard to part : 
But ſure no Falſhood ever look'd fo fairly. 
Farewel, remember Twelve. [ Exit, 
4d © - 
Let Heav'n forget me 
When I remember not thy Truth, thy Love. 
How curſt is my Condition, toſs'd and juſtled 
From every Corner; Fortune's common Fool, 
The Jeft of Rogues, an inſtrumental Aſs * 
For Villains to lay Loads of Shame upon, 
And drive about juſt for their Eaſe and Scorn. 


Enter PpIIR R. 


PIERRE. 
Taffeir ! 2h 
Pf FAFFEIR. 
Who calls ! 
PIERRE. | 


A Friend, that could have wiſh'd 

T' have found thee otherwiſe employ*d : What, hunt 
A Wife on the dull Soil! fure a ſtanch Huſband, _. 
Of all Hounds is the dulleſt ? Wilt thou never, 
Never be wean'd from Caudles and ConfeQions ? + + 
What feminine Tale haſt thou been liſtening to, 
Of unair'd Shirts; Catarrhs and Tooth-ach, got 
By thin-ſol'd Shoes ? Damnation ! that a Fellow 

M4 Ch3 
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Choſen to be a Sharer i in the Deſtruction 
Of a whole People, ſhould ſneak thus in Corners 
To eaſe his fulſome Luſts, and fool his Mind. { 
TFAFFEIR. | 
May not a Man then trifle out an Hour 
With a * Woman, and not wrong his Calling? 
PIERRE, | 
Not in a Cauſe like ours. 
JAFFEIR. 
Then Friend, our Cauſe 
Is in a damn'd Condition: For I'll tell thee, 
That Canker-worm call'd Lercbhery, has touch'd it; 
'Tis tainted vilely: Wouldſt thou think it, Renault, 
(That mortify'd old wither'd Winter Rogue) 


Loves fimple Fornication like a Prieſt. 
I found him out for watering at my Wife : 


He viſited her laſt Night, like a kind Guardian: 
F aith ſhe has ſome 'Femptations, that's the Truth on't. 
PIERRE. 
He durſt not wrong his Truſt! 
| JAFFEIR. 


"Twas ſomething late tho? 


To take the Freedom of a Lady's Da 
PIERRE. 
Was ſhe in Bed? | 
FAFFEIR. 
Yes, faith, in Virgin Sheets 
White as her Boſom, Pierre, diſh'd neatly up, 
Might tempt a weaker Appetite to taſte. 
Oh how the old Fox ſtunk [I warrant thee, 
When the rank Fit was on him. | 
PIERRE. 7 
Patience guide me! 
He us'd no Violence? 
FAFFEIR. 
No, no! out ont, Violence! 
* with her Ne eck; bruſh'd her with his grey Beard, 


Struggl'd 


C a ind 
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Seruggl'd and towz'd, tick1'd her till he ſqueak'd a little 
May be, or ſo—bur not a Jot of Violence ; 


PIERRE. 


FAFFEIR. 
Ay, ſo ſay I: But huſh, no more vent 3 
All hitherto 1s well, and I believe 
Myſelf no Monſter yet: Tho? no Man knows 10 8 
What Fate he's born to: Sure *tis near the Hour 
We all ſhould meet for our concluding Orders : 
Will the Ambailador be here in Perſon ? 


PIERRE. 

No: he has ſent Commiſſion to that Villain 0 
Renault, to give the executing Charge; 
I'd have thee be a Man, if poſſible, 
And keep thy Temper; for a brave Revenge 
Ne'er comes too late. | 5:4 
JAFFEIR. GH 264 Nen 

Fear not, Pm cool as patience: 
Had he compleated my Diſhonour, rather 
Than hazard the Succeſs our Hopes are ripe for, 
I'd bear it all with mortifying Virtue. 


| „ A 
He s yonder, coming this Way through the Hall; 


Damn him. 


His Thoughts ſeem full. 


FAFFETR. | 
Pr*ythee retire, and leave me 
With him alone; I'll put him to ſome Trial, 
dee how his rotten Part will bear the Touching. 


PIERRE.” | 
Be careful then. | Z [Exit, 
FAFFETR. ary 
Nay, never doubt, but truſt me. 
What, be à Devil! take a damning Oath 


For ſhedding native Blood! can there be a Sin a 
In merciful Repentance ? Oh this Villain. 
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Euter RENAULT, 


RENAULT. wk 
Perverſe! and peeviſh! what a Slave is Man! 
To let his itching Fleſh thus get the better of him! 
Diſpatch the Tool her Hulband——that were well, 
Who's there ? : 
| FAFFEIR. 
A Man. 
RENAULT. 
My Friend, my near Ally! 
The Hoſtage of your Faith, my beauteous Charge, 
Is very well. | 
| TAFFEIR. 
Sir, are you ſure of that? 
Stands ſhe in perfe& Health ? Beats her Pulſe even? 
Neither too hot nor cold ? | 
RENAULT, 
What means that Queſtion ? 
Fan FAFFEIR. 
Oh Women have fantaſtick Conſtitutions, 
Inconſtant as their Wiſhes, always wavering, 
And never fixt; was it not boldly done 
Even at firſt Sight to truſt the Thing I lov'd 
(A tempting Treaſure too!) with Youth ſo fierce 
And vigorous as thine ? but thou art honeſt, 
RENAULT. 
Who dares accuſe me ? 
FAFFEIR. 
hav. 2. + Curſt be he that doubts 
Thy Virtue ; I have try'd it, and declare, 
Were I to chuſe a Guardian of my Honour, 
I'd put it in thy keeping: For I know thee, 
, RENAULT. 
| Know me! 
-» FAFFEIR. 
Ay, know thee: There's no Falfhood in thee, 


Thou 
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Thou look'ft juſt as thou art: Let us embrace. 
Now wouldſt thou cut my Throat, or I'cut thine ? 
RENAUET. 
You dare not do't. 
 FAFFEFR, 
You lye, Sir. 
RENAL ULT. 
How I 


JAFFEIR.. 
No more- 


Tis a baſe World and maſt reform, that's all. 


Enter Spixos , THEODORE, EL1oT, REevitiipo, DV- 
RAND, BRAMVEIL, and the reſt of the Conſpirators, 
RENAULT. 
Spino/a ! Theodore | 
SPINOS 4. 
The ſame. 
RENAULT. 
You are welcome f 
| SPINOS A. 
You are trembling, Sir. 
| RENAULT. | 
'Tis a cold Night indeed, and I am aged, 
Full of Decay and natural Infirmities ; [Pierre re-eaterss 
We ſhall be warm, my Friend, I hope, To-morrow, 
PIERRE. 
"Twas not well done; thou ſhouldſt have ſtroak'd him, 


And not have gall'd him. 


JAFFEIX. 
Damn him, let him chew on't. 


Heav'n! where am I? beſet with curſed Fiends, 
That wait to damn me: What a Devil's Man, 
When he forgets his Nature huſh, my Heart. 
RENAULT. 
My Friends, 'tis late: Are we aſſembled all? 


Nen s Theodore? 3 p 
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Muſt in the Midſt keep your Battalia faſt; 
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FHEODORE. 
At Hand. | ho 
RENAUL T. 
Spinaſa. 
$PINOSA. 
Here. 
RENAULT. 
Bramæueil. 
| B RAMPFVEILDL. 
I'm ready. 
RENAULT. 
I Durand and Brabe. 
DURAND. 
Command us; 
We are both prepar'd! 


RENAULT. 
Mezzana, Revillido. 
Ternon, Retroft ; ch you? re Men I find, 
Fit to behold your Fate, and meet her Summons ; 
To- morrow's rifing Sun mult ſee you all 
Deck'd in your Honours ! are the Soldiers ready ? 


ALL. 


RENAULT. 
© You Dureng, with your thoufand, muft poſſeſs 
St. Mar#'s ; you, Captain, know your Charge already; 
Tis to ſecure the Ducal Palace: You 
Brate with a hundred more muſt gain the Secgue. 
With the like Number Bramweil to the Procurale. 
Be all this done with the leaſt Tumult poſſible, 
*Fil in each Place you poſt ſafiicient Guards: 
Then ſheathe your Swords in every Breaſt you meet. 
JF AFFEIR. 
Oh reverend Cruelty ! Damn'd bloody Villain! | 


RENAULT, 
Dufin this Execution, Durand, you 


Au, an. 


And 
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And Theodore be ſure to plant the Cannon 
That may command the Streets; whilſt Rewillido, _ 
Mczzano, Ternon, and Retreſi, guard you. 
This done, we'll give the general Alarm, 
Apply Petards, and force the Ars'nal Gates 
Then fire the City round in ſeveral Places, 
Or with our Cannon (if it dare reſiſt) 
Batter't to Ruin. But above all, I charge you 
Shed Blood enough, ſpare neither Sex nor Age, 
Name nor Condition ; if there live a Senator 
After To-morrow, tho? the dulleſt Rogue | 
That ere ſaid nothing, we have loſt our Ends; 4 
If poſſible, let's kill the very Name 3 f | 
Of Senator, and bury it in Blood. ES | | 


FAFFEIR. 


Mercileſs, horrid Slave Ay, Blood Ke [ 
Shed Blood enough, old Renault How thou charm'ſt me! 


RENAULT. | 4 

But one Thing more, and then farewel Lan Fate 
Join us again, or ſeperate us ever: 
Firſt let's embrace. Heav'n knows who next ſhall thug 
Wing ye together : But let's all remember | 
We wear no common Cauſe upon our Swords : hy 
Let each Man think that on his ſingle Virtue 
Depends the Good and Fame of all the reſt ; 
: ternal Honour or perpetual Infamy. 
Let us remember thro' what dreadful Hazards - 
Propitious Fortune hitherto has led us, 
How often on the Brink of ſome Diſcovery 
Tlave we ſtood tottering, yet ſtill kept our Ground 
So well, that the buſieſt Searchers ne' er could follow 
Thoſe ſubtle Tracts which puzzled all Suſpicion. 
You droop, Sir. 


EM FAFFEIR. 
& No: with moſt profound Attention 
I've heard it all, and wonder at thy Virtue. 


REN: 
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RENAUL T. 

Tho? there be yet few Hours *twixt them and Ruin, 
Are not the Senate lulPd in full Security, 
Quiet and ſatisfy'd, as Fools are always! 
Never did ſo profound Repoſe fore-run 
Calamity ſo great: Nay, our good Fortune 
Has blinded the moſt piercing of Mankind, 
Strengthen'd the fearfulleſt, charm'd the moſt ſuſpectful, 
Confounded the moſt ſubtle : For we live, 
We live my Friends, and quickly ſhall our Life 
Prove fatal to theſe Tyrants: Let's conſider 
That we deſtroy Oppreſſion, Avarice, 
A People nurs'd up equally with Vices 
And loathſome Luſts, which Nature moſt abhors, 
And ſuch as without Shame ſhe cannot ſuffer. 


FAFFEIR. 


Oh Belvidera, take me to thy Arms, | | 
And ſhew me where's my Peace, for Ihave loſt it. [Exits 


RENAULT. 
Without the leaſt Remorſe then let's reſolve 
With Fire and Sword t'exterminate theſe Tyrants ; 


And when we ſhall behold thoſe curſt Tribunals, 


Stain'd by the Tears and Sufferings of the Innocent, 
Burning with Flames, rather from Heav'n than ours, 
The raging, furious, and unpitying Soldier 

Pulling his reeking Dagger from the Boſoms 

Of gaſping Wretches ; Death in every Quarter, 
With all, that ſad Diſorder can produce, 

To make a Spectacle of Horror; then, 

Then let us call to mind, my deareſt Friends, 

That there is nothing pure upon the Earth ; * 
That the moſt valu'd Things have moſt Allays, 


And that in change of all thoſe vile Enormities, 


Under whoſe Weight this wretched Country labours, 


The Means are only in our Hands to crown them, 


PIERRE. 
And may thoſe Powers above that are. propitious 


To 


ul, 
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To gallant Minds, record this Cauſe, and bleſs it, 
RENAULT. 
Thus happy, thus ſecure of all we wiſh for, 
Should there, my Friends, be found amongſt us one 
Falſe to this glorious Enterprize, what Fate, 
What Vengeance were enough for ſuch a Villain ? 
ELIOT. 
Death here ; without Repentance, Hell hereafter. 
RENAULT.- 
Let that be my Lot, if as here I ſtand, 
Liſted by Fate amongſt her darling Sons, 
Tho? I had one only Brother, dear by all 
The ſtricteſt Ties of Nature; tho' one Hour 
Had given us Birth, one Fortune fed our Wants, 
One only Love, and that but of each other, 
Still fill'd our Minds: could I have ſuch a Friend 
Join'd in this Canſe, and had but Ground to fear : 
He meant foul Play ; may this right Hand drop from me, 
If I'd not hazard all my future Peace, 
And ftab him to the Heart before you: Who? 
Who would do leſs? Wouldſt thou not, Pierre, the ſame : 
PIERRE. | 
You've fingled me, Sir, out for this hard Queſtion, 
As if 'twere ftarted only for my Sake! 
Am I the Thing you fear? Here, here's my Boſom, 
Search it with all your Swords! am IT a Traitor? 
RENAULT. 
No : But I fear your late commended Friend 
Js little leſs : Come, Sirs, 'tis now no Time 
To trifle with our Safety. Where's this Jaſeir ? 
SPINOSA. | 
He left the Room juſt now in ſtrange Diſorder. 
RENAULT, 
Nay, there is Danger in him : I obſerv'd him 
During the Time I took for Explanation, 
He was tranſported from moſt deep Attention 
To a Confuſion which he could not ſmother. 8 
ans His 
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His Looks grew full of Sadeſs and Surprise, 


All which betray'd a wav'ring Spirit in him, 
That labour'd with ReluQancy and Sorrow. 
What's requiſite for Safety, muſt be done 
With ſpeedy Execution, he remains 

Yet in our Power : I for my own Part wear 


A Dagger— 


PIERRE. 
Well. | 
RENAULT. 
- And I could wiſh it. 
PIERRE. 
Where ? 
RENAULT. 
Bury'd in his Heart. 
PIERRE. 


Away] we're yet all Friends; 
No more of this, *twill breed ill Blood amongſ us. 


SPINOSA. 


Let us all draw our Swords, and ſearch the Houſe, | 


Pull him from the dark Hole where he ſits brooding 
O'er his cold Fears, and each Man kill his Share of him 


PIERRE 


Who talks of killing? who's he'll ſhed the Blood 


That's dear to me! Is't you? or you? or you, Sir? 
What, not one ſpeak ? How you ſland gaping all 
On your grave Oracle, your wooden God there ; 
Yet not a Word? Then Sir, Þll tell y' a Secret; 


Suſpicion's but at beſt a Coward's Virtue! 
RENAULT. 


A Co-ard . | Handles * Sword. 


f PIERRE. 
a Put up thy Sword, old Man, 


Thy Hand ſhakes at it; come, let's heal this Breach, 


am too hot: We yet may all live Friends. 
SPINOS A. 


*Till we are ſafe, our Friendſhip cannot be ſo. 
PIERRE 


we 


1m 


RZ. 
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In. 
Again! Who's that? 
SPINOSA. 
"Twas I. | 
THEODORE.. 
And I. 
IN 
And I. 
ELIOT. 


RENAULT. 
Who are on my Side? 


And all, 


$PINOSA. Er; 
Every honeft Sword, 


Let's die like Men, and not be ſold like Slaves. 
PIERRE. 


One ſuch Word more, by Heav'n, Pl to the Senate, 


And hang ye all like Dogs, in Cluſters, 


Why peep your Coward Swords half out their Shells? 


Why do you not all brandiſh them like mine? ? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 
RENAULT. 
Go to the Senate and betray us; haſte, 
Secure thy wretched Life ; we fear to die 
Leſs than thou dar'ſt be honeſt. 


PIERRE. 


That's rank Falſnood. 
Fear?ſt not thou Death? Fy, there's a knaviſh Itch 


In that ſalt Blood, an utter Foe to ſmarting. 


Had Jaffeir's Wife prov'd kind, he'd fill been true. 


Faugh how that ſtinks ? 


Thou die ! thou kill my Friend, or thou, or - tho u, 
Or thou, with that lean, wither'd, wrerched Face! 


Away, diſperſe all to your ſeveral Charges, 


And meet To-morrow where your Honour calls you; 
l' bring that Man, whoſe Blood you ſo much thirſt for, 


And you ſhall fee him venture for you fairly 


Henc 


* 


* — —— 3 ů — —— —— —_— === —_—_— — 8 — —— 2 
— — — 
— — — 
- — — * ; yo * * 8 = , * — 5 2 — — — - N * * A 
2 Fa — — ſo » * * — — 4 TR ry : =. — — — — — 


282 Venice PRESERVD: Or, 
Hence, hence, I ſay. [Exit Renault angrily. 


| SPINVO S4. 
I fear we've been to blame; and done too much. 
THEODOR E. 
Twas too far urg'd againſt the Man you lov'd. 
REVILLIDO. 


Here take our Swords, and cruſh them with your Feet, 


SPINOS 4. 
Forgive us, gallant Friend. 
PIERRE. 
Nay, now you've found 
The Way to melt, and caft me as you will : 
PI fetch this Friend and pive him to' your Mercy. 
Nay, he fhall die, if you will take him from me. 
For your Repoſe, I'll quit my Heart's beſt Jewel; 
But would not have him torn away by Villains, 
And ſpiteful Villainy. 


. SPINOSAM. 
| No ; may ye both 
For ever live, and fill the World with Fame! 
PIERRE. 


Now y'are too kind. Whence roſe all this Diſcord ? 
Oh what a dang'rous Precipice have we *ſcap'd ! 


How near a Fall was all we'd long been building ! 
What an eternal Blot had ftain'd our Glories ! 


If one, the braveſt and the beſt of Men 

Had fall'n a Sacrifice to raſh Suſpicion ! 

Butcher'd by thoſe, whoſe Cauſe he came to cheriſh : | 
Oh could you know him all as I have known _ 
How good he is, how juſt, how true, how 7 

You would not leave this Place *till you had ſeen ids - 
Humbled yourſelves before him, kiſs'd his Feet, 


And gain'd Remiſſion for the worſt of Follies. | 
Come but To-morrow, all your Doubts ſhall end, 


And to your Loves me better recommend, 
That I've preſerv'd ycur Fame, and ſav'd my Friend. 


 [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter JAFFEIR and BELVIDER a. 


FAFFEIR.. 
Here doſt thou lead me? Every Step I move, 
Methinks I tread upon ſome mangled Limb, 
Of a rack'd Friend: Oh my dear charming Ruin! 
Where are we wand'ring ? 


BELFIDERA. 

x To eternal Honour; 
To do a Deed ſhall chronicle thy Name, 
Among the glorious Legends of thoſe fer 
That have ſav'd ſinking Nations: thy Renown 
Shall be the future Song of all the Virgins, | 
Who by their Piety have been preſerv'd 
From horrid Violation: Every Street 
Shall be adorn'd with Statues to thy Honour, 
And at thy Feet this great Inſcription written, 
Remember him that propt the Fall of Venice. 


FAFFEIR. 
Rather, remember him, who after all 
The ſacred Bonds of Oaths and holier Friendſhip, 
In fond Compaſſion to a Woman's Tears 
Forgot his Manhood, Virtue, Truth, and Honour, 
To ſacrifice the Boſom that reliev'd him. 
Why wilt thou damn me ? 


BELFIDER A. | 
| Oh inconſtant Man ! 
How will you promiſe ? how will you deceive ? 
Do, return back, re-place me in my Bondage, | 
Tell all thy Friends how dangerouſly thou lov'ſt me, 


And let thy Dagger do its bloody Office, 


my 


Oh 
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' Oh that kind Dagger, Faftir, how *twill look, | 
Struck throꝰ my Heart; drench'd in my Blood to th? Hilts, 
Whilſt theſe poor dying Eyes ſhall with their Tears 
No more torment thee; then thou wilt be free: | 
Or if thou think'ſt it nobler ; let me live 
Till Pm a Victim to the hateful Luft 

Of that infernal Devil, that old Fiend | 
That's damn'd himſelf, and would undo Mankind. 
Laſt Night, my Love! 


FAUFFEIR. 


Name, name it not again, 

2M avs a beaſtly Image to my Fancy, 

Will wake me into Madneſs. . Oh the Villain! 

That durſt approach ſuch Purity as thine, 

On Terms ſo vile: Deſtruction, ſwift Deſtruct: 'on 

Fallon my coward Head, and make my Name 

The common Scorn ot Fools, if I forgive him; 

If I forgive him ! if 1 not revenge Is 

With utmoſt Rage, and moſt unſtaying Fury, 

Thy Suffering, thou dear Darling of my Life. 


BELFIIDERA. ' 1a 
Delay no longer then, but to the Senate; 
And tell the diſmaPf Story ever utter'd : | 
Tell 'em what Bloodſhed, Rapines, Deſolations, 
Have been prepar'd; how near's the fatal Hour! 
Save thy poor Country, ſave the reverend Blood 
Of all its Nobles, which To-morrow's Dawn 
Muſt elſe ſee ſhed : Save the poor tender Lives 
Of all thoſe little Infants, which the Swords 
Of Murderers are whetting for this Moment ; 
Think thou already hear*ft their dying Screams, 
Think that thou ſee'ſt their ſad diſtracted Mothers 
Kneeling before thy Feet, and begging Pity, « 
With torn diſhevelPd Hair, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Their naked mangled Breaſts beſmear'd with Blood, 
And even the Milk with which their fondled Babes 
Softly they huſh” a, dropping in 0 from 'em. 
Think 
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Think thou ſee'ſt this, and then conſult thy Heart, 4 
FAFFERLIR. 


Oh! | . 
| BELYVIDERA © 
Think too, if you loſe this preſent Minute, 


What Miſeries the next Day brings upon thee. 


Imagine all the Horrors of that Night, 

Murder and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 
Confus'dly raging. - Think what then may prove 
My Lot! the Raviſher may then come ſafe, | 
And 'midſt the Terror of the publick Ruin 

Do a damn'd Deed ; perhaps may lay a Train 
To catch thy Life; then where will be Revenge, 
The dear Revenge that's due to ſuch a Wrong ? 


FAFFEIR. 

By all Heav'n's Pow'rs, prophetick Truth dwells in * 
For every Word thou ſpeak'ſt ſtrikes thro* my Heart 
Like a new Light, and ſhews it how't has wander'd, 
Juſt what th'haſt made me, take me, Belwidera, 
And lead me to the Place where Pm to ſay 
This bitter Leſſon ; where I muſt betray 
My Truth, my Virtue, Conſtaney and Friends; 
Muſt I betray my Friend! Ah take me quickly, | 1 4 
Secure me well before that Thought's renew'd ; | 
If I relapſe once more, all's loſt for ever. 


BELFIIDERA. 
Haſt thou a Friend more dear than Belvidera ? 


FAFFEIR. 

No; thou'rt my Soul itfelf, Wealth, Friendſhip, Honour; 
All preſent Joys, and Earneſt of all future, 
Are ſumm'd in thee ; methinks when in thy Arms 
Thus leaning on thy Breaſt, one Minute's more 
Than a long thouſand: Years of vulgar Hours. > 
Why was ſuch Happineſs not given me pure ? 
Why daſh'd with cruel Wrongs, and bitter Warnings? 
Come, lead me forward now like a tame Lamb 
To ſacrifice. Thus in his fatal Garlands 


7 
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Deck'd fine, and pleas'd, the Wanton ſkips and plays, 
Trots by th' enticing flattering Prieſteſs? Side, 
And much tranſported with its little Pride, 

Forgets his dear Companions of the Plain ! 


Till by her bound, he's on the Altar lain, 
Yet then too hardly bleats, ſuch Pleaſure's in the Pain, 


Enter Officer and fix Guards. 


OFFICER. 

Stand, who goes there? f 

BELVIDERA, | 

Friends. | 8 ] 
FAFFEIR. 


Friends, Belvidera ! hide me from my Friends, 
By Heav'n, I'd rather fee the Face of Hell, 
Than meet the Man I love. 


OFFICER. 
But what Friends are you? 
BELFYIDER 4. 
Friends to the Senate and the State of Yenice; 


. OFFICER. 
My Orders are to ſeize on all I find 
At this late Hour, and bring em to the Council, 
Who now are ſitting. 
JAFFEIR. 

Sir, you ſhall be obey'd, 

Hold, Brutes, ſtand off, none of your Paws upon me. 
Now the Lot's caſt, and Fate do what thou wilt. 
| [ Exeunt guarded. 
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SCENE II. 'The Senate-houſe. 


Where appear fitting, the Duke of Vtnier, PRTIUI i, 
ANTONIO, and eight other Senators, 


N DUKE. 
Antony, Priuli, Senators of Venice, 


Speak, 
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Speak, why are we aſſembled. here this Night? | 


What have you to inform us of, concerns 
The State of Yenice' Honor, or- its Safety? 
PRIULI. 
Could Words expreſs the Story I've to tell you, 
Fathers, theſe Tears were uſeleſs, theſe ſad Tears 
That fall from my old Eye ; but there is Cauſe 
We all ſhould weep, tear off theſe purple Robes, 
And wrap ourſelves in Sackcloth, fitting down 
On the ſad Earth, and cry aloud to Heav'n. 
Heav'n knows if yet there be an Hour to come 
Ere Venice be no more. | 
AI SENATORS, 
How! _ 
PRIULT. 

| Nay, we ſtand 
Upon the very Brink of gaping Ruin. 
Within this City's form'd a dark Conſpiracy, 
To maſſacre us all, our Wives and Children, 
Kindred and Friends; our Palaces and Temples 
To lay in Aſhes : nay, the Hour too fixt ; 
The Swords, for ought I know, drawn e' en this Moment, 
And the wild Waſte begun. From unknown Hands /' - 
I had this Warning : but if we are Men | 
Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do ſomething 
That may inform the World in After-ages, 
Our Virtue was not ruin'd,.tho? we were. [ 4 Noi/e withoute 
Room, Room, make Room for ſome Priſoners — 


SENATORS... 1 
Let's raiſe the City. : 
Enter Officr and Guard, 
PRIULT. 


Speak there, what Diſturbance ? 


OFFICER. 
Two Priſoners have the Guard ſeiz'd in the Streets, 
Who ſay, they come to inform this reverend Senate 
About 
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About the preſent Danger. . 


Enter JAFFEIR and BELVIDERA guarded. | 


ALL. 
Give *em Entrance—Well, who are you ? 
| TATFIER | 
'A Villain. — 4 
ANT 0 NVIO. , 
Short and pithy, | 
The Man ſpeaks well. 
FAFPFETR. oY 
Would every Man that hears me | Bey 
Would deal ſo honeſtly, and own his Title. | 
_ *DUXKE. | 
'Tis rumour'd, that a Plot has been contriv'd 
Againſt this State ; that you have a Share in't too. 
If you're a Villain, to redeem your Honour, Dep 
Unfold the Truth, and be reſtor'd with Mercy. 
FAFFEIR. | 
Think not that I to ſave my Life come hither ; 
I know its Value better; but in Pity 
To all thoſe Wretches, whoſe unhappy Dooms 
Are fix'd and ſeal'd. You ſee me here before you, 
The ſworn. and covenanted Foe of Venice. 
But uſe me as my Dealings may deſerve, | 
And I may prove a Friend. nd Yeh 
r Swen 
The Slave capitulates, 
Give him the Tortures. 


FAFFETIR. 

That you dare not do, 
Your Fears won't let you, nor the longing Itch Ye th 
To hear a Story which you dread the Truth of. 
Truth, which the Fear of Smart ſhall ne'er get from me, 
Cowards are ſcar'd with Threatnings ; Boys are whipt 
Into Confeſſions : but a ſteady Mind = 
Acts of itſelf, ne'er aſks the Body Counſel. . May) 
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Give him the Tortures ! Name but ſuch a Thing 
Again, by Heav'n L'Il ſhut theſe Lips for ever; 
Not all your Racks, your Engines, or your Wheels, 
Shall force a Groan away——that you may gueſs at. 
ANTONI Wn | 
A bloody-minded Fellow I'll warrant ; 
A damn'd bloody-minded Fellow. 
DUKE. 
Name your Conditions. 
FAFFEIR. 
For myſelf full Pardon. 
Beſides the Lives of two and twenty Friends, 
Delivers a Lift. 
Whoſe Names are here enroll'd : Nay, let their Crimes 
Be ne'er fo monſtrous, I muſt have the Oaths 
And ſacred Promiſe of this reverend Council, 
That in a full Aſſembly of the Senate 


The Thing I afk be ratify'd. Swear this, * 
And P11 unfold the Secrets of your Danger. 
| | ALL. 
We'll ſwear. N 
DUKE. 
Propoſe the Oath. 
JAFFEIR. 
Buy all the Hopes 
Ye have of Peace and oe N hereafter ( 
dwear, | | 
AL L. ob | * 
We all ſwear. | 7 F 
FAFFEIR, 
To grant me what I've afk d,, 
Ye ſwear, | 13: 2407) un 
ALL. 
We ſwear. ST 4 
FAFFEIR, 7 
And as you keep the Oath, 


May you and your Poſterity be bleſt, a 
Vo L. III. N 'Or 


1 
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Or curſt for ever! 11 5 
ALL. | 
Elſe be curſt for ever! 
FAFFEIR. © 
Then here's the Liſt, and with 't the full Diſcloſe 


Of all that threatens you. Now Fate thou'ſt caught me. 
| [Delivers another Paper. 


4 N 7 ONIO. 
Why, what a dreadful Catalogue of Cut-throats is here 
P11 warrant you not one of theſe Fellows but has a Face 
Like a Lion. Idare not ſo much as read their Names over. 


DUXKE. 
_ Give Order that all diligent Search be made 
To ſeize theſe Men; their Characters are publick. 
The Paper intimates their Rendezvous 
To be at the Houſe of a fam'd Grecian Courtezan, 
Call'd Aguilina; Yee that Place ſecured. Ca 


ANTONTIO. 
What my Nicky Nacky, Hurry Durry, Nicky Nacky 


in the Plot I'll make a Speech——— Moſt Noble ¶ Lead: 
Senators, Wher 
What headlong Apprehenſions drive you on, Forge 
Right noble, wiſe, and truly ſolid Senators, 5 Cruel 
To violate the Laws and Right of Nations ? 

The Lady is a Lady of Renown. | More 


Tis true, ſhe holds a Houſe of fair Reception, 
And tho' I ſay't myſelf, as many more 
Can * as well as J. 
2 SENATOR. 
| My Lord, long Speeches 
Are frivolous here, when Dangers are ſo near us; 
We all well know your Intereſt in that Lady; 
The World talks loud on't. 


ANTONIO: 
Verily I have done; 


I ſay no more. | 
| DUKE 


xcky 
oble 


JK: 


. A PLor Discover'd, 291 
HS 

But fince he has deklar de 
Himſelf concern'd, pray, Captain, take great Caution 
To treat the fair One as becomes her Character, 
And let her Bed-Chamber be ſearch'd with Decency. 
You, 7affer, muſt with Patience bear till * 
To be our Priſoner. N 


JAFFZIX. 

Would the Chains of Death 
Had bound me faſt ere I had known this Minute. 
Pve done a Deed will make my Story hereafter 
Quoted in Competition with all ill ones: 
The Hiſtory of my Wickedneſs ſhall run 
Down thro? the low Traditions of the Vulgar, 
And Boys be taught to tell the Tale of 7afeir, 


DUKE. 
Captain, withdraw your Priſoner. 


A. 
Sir, if poſlibie, 
Lead me where my own Thoughts themſelves may loſe meg 
Where [ may.doze out what I've left of Life, | 
Forget myſelf and this Day's Guilt and Falſhood. 
Cruel Remembrance, how ſhall I appeaſe thee ! | 
- »  [ Ex. Guarded; Neiſeavithouts 
More Traitors ; Rogen, Room „ make Room there. 
DUX E. 


How'sithis ? Guards ? 
Where are our 3 ? ſhut up the Gates, the Treaſon's 
Already at our e 


Fl ade te | 


OFFICER. 

My Lords, more Trai tors: 
Seiz'd in the very Act of Conſultation; 
Furniſh'd with Arms and Inſtruments of Miſchief. 
Bring in the Priſoners; 
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Enter PIERRE, RENAULT, THEODOR E, ELIor, 
REVILI Do, and other Conſpirators in Fetters, guarded. 
PIERRE 
You, the Lords and Fathers 
(As you are pleas'd to call yourſelves) of Venice; 


If you ſit here to guide the Courſe of Juſtice, '' 01 
Why theſe diſgraceful Chains upon my Limbs W. 
That have ſo often labour'd in your Service? | Th 
Are theſe the Wreaths of Triumph you beftow '' Ca 
On thoſe that bring you Conqueſts home, and Honours ? 
DUKE. © 0 en , 
Go on, you ſhall be heard, Sir. | x B64 * 
| ® 1 , 1 7 graft 
| ANTONIO. "I'S S F\) 
And be hang'd too, I hope. Has 
PIERRE. | 


Are theſe the Trophies I've deſerv'd, for fighting 


Vour Battles with confederated Powers ? Veni. 


When Winds and Seas conſpir'd to overthrow you, No 1 
And brought the Fleets of Spain to your own Harbours: 
When you, great Duke, ſhrunk, trembling in your Palace, 
And ſaw your Wiſe, the Aariatict, plough'd 

Like a lewd Whore by bolder Prows than yours, 


Stept not I forth, and taught your looſe Yenetians Cu 
The Taſk of Honour, and the Way to Greatneſs ! The ( 
Rais'd you from your capitulating Fears, Still 
Jo ſtipulate the Terms of ſu'd-for Peace ? And 1 
And this my Recompence? If I'm a Traitor, | Hatef 


Produce. my Charge; or ſhew the Wretch that's ba 
And brave enough to tell me Pm a Traitor. [enough Par 
DUKE. , 
Know you one Jaffeir® [ Allthe Conſpirators murmur 


PIERRE. 841 

Yes, and know his Virtue, 

His Juſtice, Truth; his general Worth and Sufferings 
From a hard Father taught me firſt to love him. 
$47 Enie 
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*. Emer JAFFEIR guarded. 2 
d. DU XE. | 
See him 2 forth. 
PIERRE. 
N My Friend too bound! nay chen 
Our Fate has conquer'd us, and we muſt fall. 
Why droops the Man whoſe Welfare's ſo much mine. 
They're but one thing? Theſe reverend Tyrants, Jafeir, 
Call us all Traitors: Art thou one, my Brother ? 
rs ? -— .JAFFEIR. 
: To thee I am the falſeſt, verieſt S'ave 
That eber betray'd a generous traſting Friend, ' 
And gave up Honour to be ſure of Ruin: | 
All our fair Hopes which Morning was to have crown'd, 
Has eos curſt are o'erthroõwn. ks £m 


PTERRE. 
g n So then, All's over : 
7enice has loſt her Freedom; eras 


No more: farewel. | 
urs: DUKE. 


lace, Say; will you make Confeſſion 
Of your vile Deeds, and truſt the Senate's * ? 
by PIERRE. 


MH Curſt be your Senate: Curſt your Conſtitution :- 
! "WU The Curſe of growing Factions and Diviſion 
Still vex your Councils, ſhake your publick Safety, 
And make the Robes of Government you wear, 


Hateful to you, as theſe baſe Chains'to me. 
DUKE. 


Pardon, or Death? 
PIERRE. 


ur mur Death, honourable Death? 
: RENAULT. | 
ta," Death's the beſt Thing we aſk, or you can give. 
ing: © , CONSPIRATORS. 
25 No 0 ſhameful Bonds, but honourable Death. | 
Entt N3z DUKE 
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DUKE. | 
Break up the Council: Captain, guard your Priſoners, 
Tafftir, yare donna but theſe muſt wait for Judgment. 
[ Exenut all the Senaters, 
PIERRE. 
Come, where's my Dungeon? lead me to my Straw: 
It will not be the firſt Time I've lodg'd tard 
To do your Senate Service. 590 
| JAHFFEIR. 
Hold cne Moment. 
PIERRE, 
Who's he diſputes the Judgment of the Senate ? 
Preſumptuous Rebel on [ Strikes 10 
FAFFEIR. | 
By Heav'n you ſtir not. 
[ muſt be heard, I mult have leave to ſpeak ; 
Thou haft difgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile Blow: 
Had not a Dagger done thce nobler Juſtice ? 
zut uſe me as thou wilt, thou canſt not wrong me, 
For J am fall'n beneath the baſeſt Injuries; 
Vet look upon me with an Eye of Mercy, 
With Pity and with Charity behold me; 
Shut not thy Heart againſt a Friend's Repentance, 
But as there dwells a God-like Nature in thee, 
Liſten with Mildneſs to my Supplications. 
+ PIERRE. f 
What whining Monk art thou? what holy Cheat, 
That wouldſt encroach upon my credulous Ears, 
And cant'ſt thus vilely? Hence. I know thee not. 
_ Dillemble and be naſty: Lesve me, Hypocrite. 
FAFFEIR. 
Not know me Pierre! 
| PIERRE. 
No, I know thee not: what art thou? 


FAPFEIR. 
Jafeir, thy Friend, thy once lov'd, valu'd Friend! 
Tho' now delexy'dly ſcorn'd, and us'd moſt hardly. 
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PIERRE. 7 

Thou Jafßfeir ! thou my once lov'd, yalu'd F riend ! 61A 
By Heav'ns thou ly'ſt; the Man fo call'd, my Friend, 

Was generous, honeſt, faithful, juſt and valiant, - | 
Noble in Mind, and in his Perrſon lovely, 1 
Dear to my Eyes, and tender to my Heart: « 
But thou, a wretched, . baſe, falſe, worthleſs Count 
Poor, even in Soul, and loathſome in thy Aſpect: 
All Eyes muſt ſhun thee, and all Hearts deteſt thee. 
Pr'ythee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me 
Like ſomething baneful, that my Nature's chill'd at. 
FAFFEIR. 

I have not wrong'd thee, by theſe Tears I have not. 

But ſtill am honeſt, true, and hope too valiant; 

My Mind ſtill full of thee: therefore ſtill noble. 

Let not thy Eyes then ſhun me, nor thy Heart 

Deteſt me utterly : Oh, look upon me, 7 ! 
Look back and ſee my fad, ſincere Submiſſion! - 7! 
How my Heart ſwells, as ev'n *twould burſt my E ; 
Fond of its Goal, and Iahouring to be at'thee! _- 
What ſhall I do? what ſay to make thee hear me? 

Haſt thou not wrong'd me ? dart thou call thyſelf, 
That once low'd, honeſt, valu'd Friend of mine, | 
And ſwear thou haſt not wrong'd me ?Wheuce theſeChains * 
Wfence the vile Death, which I may meet this Moment? 
Whence this Diſhonour, but from thee, thou falſe der | 

ys. + FIFFRI® A. 
—AIPs true, yet grant one Thing, and I've done aking. \ 
PTERRE. | 
What's that ? 
FAFFEIR. 
To take thy Life on fach 8 
The Council have propos“ d: Thewand thy Friends 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 
| PIERRE, 
Life ! aſk my Life ! Confeſs ! Record myſelf 
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A Villain for the Privilege to breathe, 
And carry up and down this curſed City 
A diſcontented and repining Spirit, 
Burdenſome to itſelf, a few Years longer, 
To lofe, it may be, at laſt in a lewd Qgarrel 
For ſome new Friend, treacherous and falſe as thou art! 
No, this vile World and I have long been jaugling, 
And cannot part on better Terms than now, 
When only Men like thee are fit to liye in't. 
JFAFFEIR. 


By all that's juſt 
PIERRE. 
Swear by ſome other Powers, 
F or thou haſt broke that ſacred Oath too lately, | 
FIFFEIR. 
Then by that Hell I merit, I'll not leave thee 
Till to thyſelf at leaſt thou'rt reconcil'd ; 
However thy Reſentments deal with me. 
PI E RRE, 
Not leave me! 
FUFFEIR. | 
| No; thou ſhalt not force me from thee : 
Uſe me reproachfully, and like a Slave; 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap Wrongs on Wrongs 
On my poor Head; I'Il bear it all with Patience, 
Shall weary out thy moſt unfriendly Cruelty : 
Lie at thy Feet and kiſs em, tho' they ſpurn me, 
*Till wounded by my Sufferings, you relent, 
Ard raiſe me to thy Arms with dear . 
PIERRE. 
Art thou not 
FAFFEIR. 
What? | 
PIERRE. 
A Traitor? 


FAFFEIR. 


Ves. 
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A Villain? 
7A FEIR. 
Granted. 


PIERRE. 
A Coward, a moſt ſcandalous Coward, - 
rt! Spiritleſs, void of Honour, one who has fold © 
Thy everlaſting. Fame for ſhameleſs Life? 
2 FAFFEIR. 
All, all, and more, much more; my Faults are Aale bertel. 


. 
And wouldft thou have me live on Treks like thine ? 


Baſe as thou'rt falſe— a 
IIs, FAFFEIR. 
| | No, 'tis to me that's granted. 
The Safety of thy Life was all I aim'd at, 
In r oy aith and Truft fo broken. 
PIERRE. | 

I ſcorn it more, becanfagiabites by thee: 
And as when firſt my fooliſh: Heart took Pity 
On — — ſought thee 1 in thy Miſeries, 
Reliev'd thy Wants, and rais'd thee from thy State 
Of Wretchednefs in which thy Fate had pagg's thee 3 
To rank thee in my Lift of noble Friends; 3 
All 1 receiv'd in Surety for thy Truth, 
Were unregarded Oaths; and this, this Dagger, 0 
Given with a worthleſs Pledge, chou ſince haſt ſtol'n 3 8 
50 I reſtore it back to thee again | 
Swearing by all thoſe Powers whieh thou haſt violated, . 
Never from this curs'd Hour to hold Communion, ; 
Friendſhip or Intereſt with thee, though our Years | 
Never from this curs'd Hour to hold Communion, 
Friendſhip or Intereſt with thee, though our Years 
Were to exceed thoſe limited the World. 
Take it—farewel——for now I owe thee nothing. 

FAZFFEIR. 

Say thou wilt live chen. 
| a PIERRE. 
+ | peſt {Le * For my Life, diſpoſe it.” f 
J- | : Ns Juft 


by 


1 
» 
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Juſt as thou wilt, becauſe tis what I'm tir'd with. Ben 
FAFFEIR, © Mu 

Oh, Pierre / | 482 
| PIERRE. \ 
No more. bh Ho: 
FAFFEIR © 8 4 
My Eyes won't loſe Sight of thes, ar 
But languiſh after thine, and ake with gazing. _ 
PIERRE. | | Oh 
Leave me—Nay, then thus, thus I'throw thee from me; Eier 
And Curſes great as is thy Falſhood catch thee. [Exit. Tak 
FAFFEIR. To 
Amen. | 4234) And 
He's gone, my Father, Friend, Preſerver, By ! 


And here's the Portion he has left me. [ Holds the Dagger up, Of! 
This Dagger, well remembered, with this Dagger | 


I gave a folemn Vow of dire-Importancez A 
Parted with this and Belwz:dera together, © = I kn 
Have a care, Mem'ry, drive that Thought no farthes 3 Wit 
No, I'Il efteem it as a Friend's laſt Legacy, «4 | Tho 


Treaſure it up within this wretched Boſom, © 10 
Where it may grow acquainted with my Heart, | 


That when they meet, they ſtart not from each other. My 
So; now for thinking: A Blow, call'd Traitor, in Whe 
Coward, Absurde Coward, founghl! Has 
Oh for a long ſound Sleep, and ſo 5 it! 16/1 + $ „Tw. 
Down, buſy Devi 7 * Wh: 
| 3 Love 
Emer BEIYID EAA. pin. 
BELVIDERA. e 

Whither ſhall I flyff 
Where hide me and my Miſeries together ? ; + W 


Where's now the R:man Conſtancy I boaſted ? 

Sunk into trembling Fears and Deſperation ! 

Not daring now to look to that dear Face 

Which us'd to ſmile even on my Faults, but down V 
Bending 


A PTor Reese 9.4 v 2995 


Bending theſe miſerable Eyes on Earth, 


Muſt move in Penance, and implore much Mercy, 50 
LES FAFFEIR, „ oo beu cd SH 

Mercy! kind Heav'n has ſurely, endleſs Stores tv 16dT 
Hoarded for thee of Bleſſings yet untaſted ; +47 
Let Wretches loaded hard with Guilt, as I am, 5; 
Bow with the Weight, and groan beneath the a arg 2 
Creep with a Remnant of that Strength th' have left, 
Before the Footſtool of that Heav'n th? have injured. 

Oh Belwidera . I'm the wretched'ft Creature ee 
E'er crawl'd on Earth: : now if thou'ſt Virtue, help me, * 
Take me into thy Arms, and ſpeak the Words of Fea a 
To my divided Soul, that wars within me, 

And raiſes every Senſe'to my Confuſion ; 

By Heav'n Pm tottering to the very Brink 

Of Peace; and thou art alli the Hold I've left. 
BELVIDER4. 

Alas! I know thy Sorrows are moſt 4” LP ; 

I know th? haſt Cauſe to mourn, to mourn, my W 

With endleſs Cries, and ber "ge ae 

Thou'ſt —— — 443 1 Eun HA 

FAPFFEIR. 12 [222 
Oh I have loſt what can't be 000 i 

My Friend too, Belwidera ; that dear Friend, 

Who, next to thee, was all my Health rejoiced in, 

tas us'd me like a Slave; fhamefully us'd me; 

'T would break thy pitying Heart to hear the Story. 

What ſhall I do? Reſentment, Indignation, :+ - { 1+; +7 

Love, Pity, Fear, and Mem'ry how I've wrong'd bin. 

Diſtract my Quiet with the very Thought on't, -- 


T7 


And tear my Heart to Pieces in my Boſom. * 
BELFIDER A. © 1 23 3A 

What has he done ? P3 96/1110 
FAFFETR. 2:1 al 


IThou'dſt hate me, ſhould I tell _— | 
B ELVIDERA. 


Why? | 1 
N 6 | FAS: 


= = ” 
- ol 
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, 
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R 
Oh he has us'd me! yet by Heav'n T bear it ; 
He has us'd me, Belwidera ; but firſt ſwear 


That when I've told thee, thoa It not lodth me utterly, | 


Tho? vileſt Blots and Stains appear upon me; 481 
But ſtill at teaft with chantable Goodneſs, -* 
Be near me in the Pangs of my Affliction; 

Not cord me, Betvidera, as he has done. 


BELVYVIDE RA. 
Havel then e' er been falſe, that now I'm doubted ? 
Sptak,' what's the Cauſe I'm grown into Diftruſt ? 
Why thought unfit to hear my Love's E 


8  FAFFEIR. 
Oh ! 

| BELVIDERAd.. 
Tell me. 


FABFEIR. © 
EN Bear my Failings, for they're many. 
Ohr my * Angel! in that Friend Pve loſt 
All my Soul's Peace; for every Thought of him 


Strikes my Senſe hard, and deads it in * Brains; 
Wauldſt thou believe it ? 


BELFIDER A. 
Speak. 
 FAFFEFR. | 

| Before we parted, 
Ere yot his Guards had led him to his Priſon, 
Fult of ſevereft Sorrows for his Sufferings, 
With Eyes o'erflowing, and a bleeding Heart, 
Humbling myſelf almoſt beneath my Nature; 
As at his Feet I kneel'd, and ſu'd for Mercy, 
Forgetting all our Friendſhip, all the Dearneſs. 
In which we've liv'd ſo many Years together, 
With a reproachfal Hand he daſh'd a Blow: 
He ſtruck me, Belvidera, by Heav'n, he ſtruck me, 
Buffeted, call'd me Traitor, Villain, Coward, 
Am 1aCoward ? am Ia Villain? tell me: | 


Th'art 


— — 


f * WY * v _ L 2 * J > 
* 1 9 4 p # ” | 
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Th'art the beſt Judge, aud macht me, if I am ſo. 
Damnation ! Cow ard! HM Renn 
_BELVIDER 4: ELITE 
Ob forgive him, , | 
And if his Sufferings wound thy Mer already 
What will t ey do To-morrow * + 
* "FA FFET K. 
Hlah! 
BELVIDERA. ? * 
| To-morrow, 
When thou ſhalt ſee dit Rretch'd in all the Agee ic 5 
Of a tormenting and a ſhameful Death; 6 ien f 
His bleeding Bowels and his broken Limbss 
Inſulted ofer by a vile butchering Villain 
What will thy Heart do then ? Oh fre n fream | 


Like my Eyes now. 7 
FA FEIR. 


. What means thy dreadful Story ? 
Death, and To- morrow ? Broken Limbs and Bowels ? 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain? 
By all my Fears I ſhall ſtart out to Madneſs 
With barely gueſſing, if the Truth's bid longer. | 
 BELVIDERA. 

The faithleſs Senators, 'tis they've decreed it; 
They fay, according to our Friend's Requeſt, 
They ſhall have Death, and. not ignoble Bondage : 
Declare their promis'd Mercy all as forfeited : 
Falſe to their Oaths, and deaf to Interceſſion; 
Warrants are Pane for publick Death To-morrow. 

| - "FFF BIR > 
Death f doom'd ta die! Condemn'd unheard! un- 
pleaded! . | 

B ELYI DER A | 

Nay, cruel'ſt Racks and Torments are preparing. 
To force Confeſſions from their dying Pangs. 
Oh do not look ſo terribly upon me; 
How your Lips ſhake, and all your Mt: ace diſorder d! 4 
What means my Love? 


T 


74 . 
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FAFFEIR. N | þ 
Leave me, Icharge thee leave eee Tem ptations N 
Wake in my Heart. 7 
| BEL VIDER 4. E 
For what OS 
FAFFEIR.” b + i V 
No more, but leave me. % 
BELVIDER 4. f 
Why ? 

TFAFFEIR. | . 
Oh! by Heav'n I love thee with that Fondneſs, I 

T would not have thee ſtay a Mament longer, 

Near theſe curſt Hands: Are they not cold upon thee? 
— [Path the Dagger out of his Bujom, and puts it Gack agair. O. 
8 BELVIDERA. Ws 
No: everlaſting Comfort's in thy Arms. 
To lean thus on thy Breaſt 1s ſofter Eaſe, W. 
Than doun Pillows deck'd with Leaves or Roſes. 3 Pit 
FAFFEIR. n den Th 
Alas! thou RAE not of the Thorns "tis filled with : 2 5 
| n 


Fly, ere they gall thee : there's a Turking Serpent 
Ready to leap, and ſting thee to thy Heart: | 
Art thou not terrify*'d ? | 
| BELVIDER 4. | | 
No. | 


FAFFEIR. 
Call to ming 
What chou haſt done, andwhither thou haſt brought me. 


8E D IAA. 
Hah ! C 
TAFFEIR. 

Where's my Friend ? my Friend, thou ſmiling Miſchief? 
Nay, ſhrink not, now 'tis too late, thou ſhouldſt have fled 
When thy Guilt firſt had Cauſe; for dire Revenge 
Is up, and raging for my Friend. He groans ! 
Hark how he groans, his Screams are in my Ears Whi 
Already; ſee, they've fix'd him on the Wheel, Kiſs 

| And Grez 


A. 


e. 


ad 
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And now they tear him Murder! perjur'd Senate! 
Murder—Oh !—hark thee, Traitreſs, thou haſt done this; 
Thanks to thy Tears and falſe. perſuading Love. 
How her Eyes ſpeak ! O thou bewitching Creature! 
Fun er bis er. 
Madneſs can t hurt thee Ch —_— Trember, 
Creep into my Heart, and there lie ag -; 
'Tis thy own Citadel—hah—yet ſtand off, 
Heav'n muſt have Juſtice, and my broken Vows , 
Will fink me elſe beneath its reaching Marat. ts 1 
Fl wink, and then tis done——., -__.- 4 
E LVI DER A. {<1 
R411 wo What eee Lies: 
Of me, my Life and Love? what's in thy Boſom, 
Thou W 2 4 nay, why am I thus treated? . 
| [Draws a Dagger, aher to fab Urs 
What wilt an Ah do not kill me, Jai. 
Pity theſe panting Breaſts, and trembling Limbs. 
That us'd to claſp thee when thy Looks wow miller; 571 
That yet hang heavy, on my unpurg d Soul: dap nod 11 
And plunge it not into eternal Darkneſs. 
FAFFEIR.. 
No Beluidera, when we parted laſt. 
gave this Dagger with thee as in Truſt, 
To be thy Portion, if I &'er prov'd falſe. 
On ſuch Condition was my Truth Veliev'd: 
But now 'tis forfeited, and muſt be paid for. 


| | Offers & ftab her agar 17. 

BELVIDER 4. | 

Oh, Mercy! N Kneeling. 

YU PFEIR, | en, 

Nay, no ftraggling: ' TY 
MSEEFIDARG. 


| Now. then kill me. 
| | (Leap! upon his Neck, and . kim, 
While thus 1 cling about thy cruel Neck . 
Kiſs thy revengeful Lips, and die in Joys | 
Greater than any I can gueſs hereafter. - TIM 


9 

x 
| 
! 


Witneſs it, ' Earth, and every Being, witneſs ; | 
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| FAFFEIR © 
J am, I ani Cownttd i; witneſs Heav'n, 


"Tis but one Blow! Yet, by immortal Love, 

I cannor — bear a Thought to harm thee. 
CELLS [He throws away the Daze er and tmbraces ber. 

The Seal of Providence is ſure upon thee; | 

And thou wert born for yet unheard-of Wonders : 8 

Oh thou wert either born to fave or damn me! 

By all the Power that's given thet᷑ oer my Soul, | 

By thy reſiſtleſs Tears and conquering Smiles, - 

By the victorious Love that ſtil} waits on thee : 

Fly to thy cruel Father; ſave my Friend, 


Or all our future Quiet's Joſt for eve: 
Fall at his Feet, cling round his rererend Knees; T. 
Speak to him with thy Eyes, and with thy Tears Ez 
Melt his hard Heart, and wake dead Nature in him A 
Cruſh him in th Arms, torture him with thy Softneſs : 
Nor, *till thy Prayors are granted, ſet him fre, 
But conquer him, as thou haſt conquer d me. [Ex. Ar 
* ASI OATHIS 4&1 dS. JOE? arent; | KILL Ar 
An 
$ An 
AC 1 v. 8 0 E N * 1. 
An 1 v 1 flue e . 


PRITUI T 
Hv, crue] Heay'n, have my unhappy Days 
Been lengthen'd to this ſad one ? Oh! Diſhonoup Th 


And deathleſs Infamy are fall'n upon me. Wh 
Was it my Fault? 2 Ja Traitor? No. Am 
But then, my only Child, my Daughter, wedded; 


There my beſt Blood runs foul, and a Diſcaſe 
Incurable has ſeizd upon my Memory. Em 
To mage 1 it rot and ſtink to . a O 


% 


"> 
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Curs'd be the fatal Minute when I got her, 
Or would that I'd been any Thang but Man, 
And rais'd an Iſſue which would-ne'er have —_ me. 
The miſerable Creatures (Man excepted) 

Are not the leſs eſteem'd, tho? their Poſterity 
Degenerate from the Virtues of their Fathers ; 

The vileſt Beaſts are happy in their Offsprings 

While only Man gets Traitors, Whores, and Vtaine. 
Curſt be the Names, and ſome ſwift Blow from Fate 
Lay his Head __ where mine may be forgotten. 


— 
* 
bs - 
* 
* 


Enter BELVIDE #, in a long Maurning Feil. 


BELYVIDER A. 1 
He's there, my Father, my inhuman Father, 
That, for three Veats, has left an only Child 
Expos'd to all the Outrages of Fate, . 
And cruel Ruin 0h N 
PRI UZI. | 
What Child of Sorrow - + 
Art thou that com'ſt thus wrapp'd in Weeds of Sadneſs, 
And mov'ſt as if thy Steps were towards.a Grave? 


BELVIDER A. 
A Wretch, who from the very Top-of Happineſs 
Am fall n into the loweſt Depths of Miſery, 
And want your pitying Hand to raiſe me up. 
PRIULMI. 
Indeed thou talk'ft as thou hadſt ed Ser; 3 
Would I could help thee. ; Fr | 
BELFVIDERA. 
- » ?Tas greatly in your Power : 
The World too ſpeaks you charitable; and J. 
Who ne'er aſk'd Alms before, in that dear tops. 
Am come a begging to you, Sir. 
PRIULT. | 
For what? . | 
ADS BELYVIDERA. een wor 140 
Oh, well regard me; is this Voice a ſtrange one! 
| Conſider : 


— 
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Conſider too, when Beggars once pretend Ks 1 
A Caſe like mine, no little will content em. F 
PRIULT. | 
What would'ſ thou beg for? 


BELFVIDERA. © g 
Pity and Forgiveneſs. [Throws up her Peil. 


By the kind tender Names of Child and Father, 1 
Hear my Complaints, and take me to your Love. 
PRIULT. 
My Daughter ? | 
BELVIDARA. 
Ves, your Daughter, by a Mother H 
Virtuous und noble, faithful to your Honour, 0 
Obedient to your Will, kind to your Wishes, 
Dear to your Arms. By all the Idys ſhe gave you, 
When in her blooming Years ſhe was your Treaſure, 
Look kindly on me; in my Face behold my” 5 
The Lineaments of her's you've kiſs d ſo often, "7 
Pleading the Cauſe of your poor caſt-off Child, De 
RIUII. | Be 
Thou art my Daughter. Ar 
BEEFFDER A. | T 
Yes——and you've oft told me 
With Smiles of Love, and chaſte paternal Kiffes, ] 
I'd much Refemblance of my Mother. - 
PRIULT. | 
OS! NY 
Hadſt thou Abi her matchleſs Virtues php 0 She 
I'd been too bleſs'd. ; 
LI D E R A. E 
Nay, do not call to Memory el 
My Diſobedience, but let Pity enter 
Into your Heart, and quite deface th' Impreſſion. | N 


For could you think how mine's perplext, what Sadneſs, 
Fears and Defpairs diftra the Peace within me, | 
Oh! you would take me in your dear dear Arms, 

Hover with ſtrong Compaſſion o'er your young One, Ks 


. 


eſs, 
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To ſhelter me with a protecting Wing 0 
From the black gather'd Storm, that's juſt, mw breaking. | 


'PRF U 6 * 
Don't talk thus. 
BE LVYID E R A. 
Yes, I muſt, and you muft hear too. 
I have a Huſband. 5 
„ inen 
Damn him. | 
 BELFIDER A. 
| Oh! do not curſe him; 
He would not 100500 ſa hard a Word towards you 
On * Terms, howe'er he deal with me. 
en 
Hab! what means my Child? | 
BELYIIDER A. 2 
Oh! there's but this ſhort Moment 
Twixt me and Fate: Yet ſend me not with Cyrſes 
Down to my Grave; afford me one kind Blefſing 
Before we part: Juſt take me in your Arms, 
And recommend me with a Pray'r to Heat 'n, 
That I may die in Peace; and when I'm dead—— 
PRIULDI 
How my Souls catch'd ! * 
 BELFIIDE R 4. | 
| Lay me, I beg you, . 
By the dear Aſhes of my tender Mother, 
She would have yore me, had Fate yet ſpar'd her, 
PRIULL, 
By Heav'n, my aking Heart forebodes much Miſchief. 
Tell me thy Story, for I'm ſtill thy Father. 
FPBELYIIDER A. 
No, I'm contented. 6p 71 
PRIULI. WT. 
Speak. 
BELVIDERA. 
No matter. 


PR - 
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PRIUTT, #4 
Tell me. 


By yon bled Heav'n, my Heart runs o'er with ans : 


BELVIDERA. 
PRIULL-. 


BELFITDERA. -- 
Oh my Huſband, my dear Huſband 
Carries a Dagger in his once kind Boſom, 
To pierce the Heart of your pcor Belvidera. 


PRIULT. 

| BELFIDERA _ 
Ves, kill me. When he paſe'd his Faith 

And Covenant againſt your State and Senate, 
He gave me up as Hoſtage for his Truth: 
With me a Dagger, and a dire Commiſion, ,. 
Whene'er he fail'd, to plunge it through this Boſom. 
T learnt the Danger, choſe the Hour of Love 
T*attempt his Heart, and bring it back to Honour. 
Great Love prevail'd, and bleſs'd me with Succeſs ; 
He came, confeſs'd, betray'd his deareſt Friends, 
For promis'd Mercy. Now they're doom'd to ſuffer. 
Gall'd with Remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
If they are loſt, he vows t'appeaſe the Gods 
With this poor Life, and make my Blood th'Atonement. 


PRIULLT. 
BELVIDER A. 


Oh! 
Utter't. 


Kill thee ! 


Heay'ns! 


Think you ſaw what paſt at our laſt, parting ; 


Think you beheld him like araging Lion, 

Pacing the Earth, and tearing up his Steps, 

Fate in his Eyes, and roaring with the Pain 

Of burning Fury; think you ſaw 6ne Hand 

Fix'd on my Throat, whilſt the extended other 

Graſp'd a keen threatning Dagger; Oh! 'twas thus 

We laſt embrac'd ; when trembling with Revenge, * 
0 | | e 


2 rr 


8 
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Me dragg'd me to the Ground, and at my Boſom © 
Preſented horrid Death; cry'd out, My Friends, — 
Where are my Friends? ſwore, wept, rag'd, threaten d, 

lov'd; 

For yet he lov'd, and that dear Love preſerv'd me, 
To this laft Trial of a Father's Pity. 
[ fear not Death, but cannot bear a Thought 
'That that dear Hand ſhould do the unfriendly Office, 
If I was ever then your Care, now hear me; 
Fly to the Senate, ſave the promis'd Lives 


Of his dear Friends, ere mine be made the _— 


PRIULTI. 
Oh, my Heart's Comfort ! 
| BELVIDERA. | 
| Will yow not, my Father ? 


Weep not, but anſwer me. 


PRIULI. 
5 Buy Heav'n, I Will. 
Not one of 'em but what ſhall be immortal. 
Can'ſt thou forgive me all my Follies paſt, 
I'll henceforth be indeed a Father; never, 
Never more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee, 
Dear as the vital Warmth that feeds my Life: 
Dear as theſe Eyes that weep in Fondneſs o'er theo. 
Peace to thy Heart, Farewel. | 
B E L VID F R A. 


Go, and remember 
"Tis Belwidera's Life her Father pleads for. [ Ex. ſeverally, 


Enter: Ax TON IO. 


ANTONIO. 
Hum, hum, hah. | 
Signior Priuli, my Lord Priuli, my Lord, my Lord, my 
Lord: How we Lords love to call ong another by our 
Titles. My Lord, my Lord, my Lord Pox on 
him, I am a Lord as well as he. And ſo let him fid- 
dle——['ll warrant him he's gone to the Senate-Houſe, 
| and 
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and 1I'1] be there too, ſoon enough for ſame body. Odd 
here's a tickling Speech about the Plot, PII prove 


there's a Plot with a . I had it 


without Book ; let me ſee—— 
Moſt vane Senators, | 

That there is a Plot, ſurely, by this Time, no Man that 
hath Eyes or Underſtanding in his Head will preſume to 
doubt; 'tis as plain as the Light in the Cucumber 
no——hold there Cucumber does not come in yet 
tis plain as the Light in the Sun, or as the Man 
in the Moon, even at Noon- day. It is indeed a Pumkin· 


Plot, which, juſt as it was mellow, we have gather'd, 


and now we have gather'd it, prepar'd and dreſs'd it, 
ſhall we throw it like a pickled Cucumber out at the 
Window? No: That is not only a bloody, horrid, exe- 
crable, damnable and audacious Plot; but it is, as I may 
ſo ſay, a ſawcy Plot: and we all know, moſt reverend 
Fathers, that which is Sawce for a Gooſe is Sawce for a 
Gander: Therefore, I ſay, as thoſe Blood-thirſty Ganders 
of the Conſpiracy would have deftroyed us Geeſe of the 
Senate, let us make Haſte to deſtroy them; ſo I hambly 
move for Hanging Hah, hurry durry— I think this 
will do; though I was ſomething out at firſt, about the 
Sun and the Cucumber, 


Rater Adv i. 


 AQUILINA, 
Good-morrow, Senator. 
ANTONIO. 

Nacky, my dear Nacky ; Morrow Nacky ; odd I am 
very briſk, very merry, very pert, veryjovial !—ha a a a a— 
kiſs me, Nacky ; how doſt thou do my little tory rory 
Strumpet ? — ys I fay, Huzzy kiſs me. 


ARUILINA. |, 
Kiſs me, NDS bens you, Sir Coxcomb, hang? 150 
Sir. | a 


ww we 


A N 


ey | 
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- A PLor Dis©covszr'd./ 4 
Neo | 
Haity taity, i it fo indeed ? with all my Heart, fach 
———Hey, then up go'we, _—— then up ga we, 
Dum dum derum dump. | | LS. 
 AQUILINA. 
Signior. | 
ANTONIO, 
Madona. 
. AQUILINA. l 
Do you intend 6 die in your own Bed? 
a ANTONIO. 
About three ſeore Fears hence much may be done myDear. 
AQUILINA. 
You'll be hang'd, Signior. 
ANTONIO 
Hang'd Sweet-heart, pr 'ythee be quiet; hang'd quoth- a, 
that's a merry Conceit with all my Heart; why, thou 
jok'ſt, Nacky ; thou art given to joking, I'll fwear ; 
well, Pl! proteſt, Nacky, nay, I muſt proteſt, and will 
proteſt, that I love joking dearly, Man. And I love thee 
for joking, and I'll kiſs thee for joking, and towſe thee 
for jokings and, odd, I have a deviliſh Mind to take thee 
aſide about that Buſineſs for joking too; odd I have, and 


Hey then up go we, dum dum derum Jump. [ Sings. 

AQUILINA. | 4 

See you this, Sir? $45 [Draws a Dazger. 
ANTONIO. 


O Laud, a Dagger! Oh Laud! it is naturally my Aver- 
ſion, I cannot endure the Sight on't; hide it, for Heavens 
ſake, I cannot look that Way till it be _—_— ) 
it, hide it, oh, oh, hide it! | 

' _AQUILINA. 
Ves, in your Heart I'll hide 3 it. 
ANTONIO. 

My Heart! what hide a Dagger in my Heart's Blood! 

| AQUILINA. 

Yes, in thy Heart, thy Throat, thou pamper'd W 3 

ou 
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Thou haſt help'd to ſpoil my Peace, and P11 haveV engeance 
On thy curſt Life, for all the bloody Senate, 
The perjur'd faithleſs Senate: Where's my Lord, 
My Happineſs, my Love, my God, my Hero? 
Doom'd by thy accurſed Tongue, amongſt the reſt, 
'T” a ſhameful Rack? By all the Rage that's in me, 
I'll be whole Years in murdering thee. | 
4 2 
| Why, Nacky, 
Wherefore ſo ne 2 what have I done? what's the 
Matter my dear Nacky ? Am not I thy Love, thy Hap. 
pineſs, thy Lord, thy Hero, thy Senator, and every Thing 
in the World, Nacky ? 
? 42011 I N. 4. 7 
Thou! Think*Sthou, thou art fit to meet my Joys; 
To bear the eager Claſps of my Embraces ? ; 
ns me my Pierre, Or——— | 
ANTONIO. 
Why, he's to be hang'd, little Nacky; - 
Truſs'd up for Treaſon, and ſo forth, Child. 
ADUILINA. 
'Thou yt; ſtop down thy Throat that helliſh Sentenc 
Or *tis thy laſt: Swear that Wy Ine ſhall live, 


.Or thou art dead. ""& 
'Y ANTONIO. 
| Ah, h hh. | 
AQUILINA. 
8 Swear to recal his Dootn ; 
Swear at my Feer, and tremble at my F ury. 
ANTONIO. F 


Ido: Now if ſhe would but kick a little Bir, one Kick 


A, h h b. [now, 
AQUILIN 4. 
Swear, or | 
ANTONIO. 
I do; by theſe dear fragrant Foots, 


And littleToes , ſweet as, e eee, myNacky, Nacky, Nacky- 
j 42 U1 
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j A2UILINA. 


How! | ; 
| ANTONTO. 
Nothing butuntie thy Shoe-ftring a little, faith and troth, 
That's all, that's all, as I hope to live, Nacky, that's all. 
AQUILINY. 


ANTONTO. 
Hold, hold ; thy Love, thy Lord, thy Hero 
Shall be preſery'd and ſafe. 8 | 
AQUILINA. 
Or may this Poniard 


' Nay then 


Ruſt in thy Heart. Y 

: ' ANTONIO. 
With all my Soul. 

I QUILINA. 


Farewel—— [Ex. Aquil. | 


ANTONIO. 
Adieu. Why what a bloody-minded inveterate terma- 
cant Strunpet have I been plagu'd with! oh, h, h! Yet 
more! nay, then I die, I die—I am dead already. 


[ Stretches out binfalf. 


Euter JATFEIR. 


"I = FF £231 
Final Deſtruction ſeize on all the World?: 
Bend down ye Heavens, and ſhutting round this Earth, 

| Cruſh the vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion; _ 
om; Scorch it with elemental Flames to one curs'd Cinder, 
And all us little Creepers in't call'd Men, 
Burn, burn to nothing: but let Venice burn 
Hotter than all the reſt: here kindle Hell, 
Ne'er to extinguiſh ; and let Souls hereafter 
Groan here, in all thoſe Pains which mine feels now. 


2 U1- 


vor. . 0 dy = 


of 
4 


Indeed I am willing, but I beg thee do it 


$14 Yanic E Px ESER o: Or, 


* 
Enter BELVID ERA. 


BELFSIDER 7A. 
My Life—— [ Meeting bin. 
JFAFFEIR. | 
My Plague—— [Turning from ber. 
BELYFYIDER 7N. 
Nay then I ſee my Ruin: 
If I muſt die! 
FLECEITE 
No, Death's this Day too buſy ; \ 


"Thy Father's ill-tim'd Mercy came too late. 
I thank thee for thy Labours tho,” and him too. 
But all my poor betray'd unhappy Friends 


Have Summons to prepare for Fate's black Hour ; E 
And yet I hve. 1 


B ELVID ERA. 
Then be the next my Doom: 
I fee thou haſt paſs'd any Sentence in thy Heart, 
And PI! no longer weep or plead againſt it, 
But with the humbleſt, moſt obedient Patience 
Meet thy dear Hands, and kiſs em when they wound me. 


With ſome Remorſe ; and when thou giv'ſt the Blow, 
View me with Eyes of a relenting Love, 
And new me Pity, for twill ſweeten Juftice, 


TFAFFERIR, 
Shew Pity to thee! I 
2 142 unt: 
Yes; and when thy Hand's B10 
Charg'd with my Fate, come trembling” to the Deed, 
As thou baſt done a thouſand thouſand Tames * 


To this poor Breaſt, when kinder Rage has brought thee, 

Wi en our ſting'd Hearts have leap'd to meet each other, 

And melting Kiſſes ſeal'd our Lips together; 

When — left me gaſping in thy Arms: Ne 


So let my Death come now, and I'll not ſhrink from't. Mr doz 
= 
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FAFFEIX. 
Nay, Belvidera, do not fear my Cruelty, 
Nor let the Thoughts of Death perplex thy Faney * 
But anſwer me to what I ſhall demand, 
With a firm Temper and unſhaken Spirit. 
| BELVIDER 4 
Iwill, when Pye done weeping 
FAFFEITR. 
Fy, no more on't 
How long is't ſince that miſerable Day 


We wedded firft? 
ä B ELVI DER f. 
Oh! 
FAFFEIR. 
Nay, keep in thy Tears, 
Leſt they unman me too, | 
BELVIDERA. 
Heav'n knows, Peannct ; 8 
The Words you utter ſound ſo very ſadly, 
"Theſe Streams will follow 
FAFFEIR. - 
| Come, PII kiſs em dry then. 
BELYVIDER A. 
But was't a miſerable Day ? | 
FAFFETR. 
A curſt one. 
BELVIDERAY. 
I thought it otherwiſe; and you've oft ſworn 
In the tranſporting Hours of warmeſt Love, 
When ſure you ſpoke the Truth, you've ſworn you bleſs'dit, 
d, JAFFEIR. 


me. 


'Twas a raſh Oath. 
thee, B ELVYVI DEZ RA. 
other, Then why am I not eurſt too? 
FAFFEIR. 


No; Belvidera, by th* eternal Truth; 
nt. I doat with too much Fondnefs. 
FAF- O 2 | BEL. 


CES — —ABᷣ„:—ů— ——ö 
U 


Till reverend grown, for Age and Love, we go 


There ſleep in Peace 'till an eternal Morning. 
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BELYVIDERA. 
Still ſo kind! 
Still then do you love me? 
| JAFFEIR. | 
Nature, in her Workings, 
Inclines not with more Ardonr to Creation, 


Than I do now towards thee : Man ne'er was bleſs'd, 


Since the firſt Pair firſt met, as I have been, 

— BELVID ERA. 

Then ſure you will not curſe me. 

I.. 
No, I'll bleſs thee, 
J came 3 Belvidera, to bleſs thee. 
*Tis now, I think, three Vears we've liv'd together. 
5B ELVYVIDE RA. 
And may no fatal Minute ever part us, 


Down to one Grave, as our laſt Bed, together. 


J 
* 
Y 
H 
F 
A 
C 
H 
T 
A 


JAFFEIRX. 
When will that be? ; Il [Sighing, 
" BELFIIDERA. 
I hope long Ages hence. 
TAFFEIR. 
Have I not hitherto (I beg thee tell me 
Thy very Fears) as'd thee with tender'ſt Love? 


Did e'er my Soul riſe up in Wrath againſt thee? 


Did II &er frown when Belvidera ſmil'd, 6 
Or, by the leaſt unfriendly Ward, betray Yau 
Abating Paſſion ? have I ever wrong'd thee? 

BELFIDERA © P 
No. 
TAFFETR, 


Has my Heart, or have my Eyes e'er wander'd 
To any other Woman ? 
BELVIIDERA. 
Never, never 


ing. 
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were the worſt of falſe Ones, ſhould I accuſe thee. 


| 1 own Pe been too happy, bleſs?d above 


My Sex's Charter. 
FAFFE IR. 


Did I not ſay I came to bleſs thee? 


BELVIDERA. © 4 


Ves. 
FA FEIR. 
Then hear me, bounteous Heav'n; 

Pour down your. Bleſſings on this beauteous Head, 
Where everlaſting Sweets are always ſpringing, 
With a continual giving Hand; let Peace, 
Honour, and Safety always N round her: 
Feed her with Plenty, let her Eyes ne'er ſee 
A Sight of Sorrow, nor her Heart know Mourning : 
Crown all her Days with Joy, her Nights with Reft, 


» 


Harmleſs as her own Thoughts; and prop her Virtue, 


To bear the Loſs of one that too much lov'd; 
And comfort her witb Patience in our Parting. 
82  BELYIDERA. 
How, parting, parting? + 
& en; 74 FF EIR. 
Ves, for ever parting ;. 
T have ſcorn, Belviders, by yon Heav'n, 
That beſt can tell how much I loſe to rave thee, 
We part this Hour for ever. 


: B ELYID ERA. 
Oh call back | 
Your ai Bleflng ; ſtay with me and curſe me? 


e 
No, *tis refolv/d. 


BELFIDERA. 
Then hear me too, juſt Heav'n; 
Pour down your Curſes on this wretched Head 
With never-ceaſing Vengeance; let Deſpair, 
Danger or Infamy, nay, all ſurround me; 
Starve me with Wantings; ; let my Eyes ne er ſer 


i O 3 


A 
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A Sight of Comfort, nor my Heart know Peace; 
But daſh my Days with Sorrow, Nights with Horrors, 
Wild as my own Thoughts now, and let looſe Fury 
To make me mad enough for what I loſe, 
If 1 muſt loſe him. If I muſt! I will not. 
Oh turn and hear me. 
FAFFFIR. 
Now hold, Heart, or never. 
BEEFIDERA. 
By all the tender Days we've liv'd together, 
By all our charming Nights, and Joys that crown'd em 
Pity my fad Condition; ſpeak, but ſpeak. 
JAFFEIR. 


SELYIDEARA - Fe 
By theſe Arms that now cling round thy Neck, P! 
By this dear Kife, and by ten thouſand mote, b 

By theſe poor ſtreamigg Eyes——— - 


www O22 ee wx 


Oh. 


FAFFEIR. 
| Murder! un-hold me: 
By the immortal Deſtiny that d ve md me 5 
{Draws his Daggeti 


To this curs'd Minute, I'l] not live one longer 
Reſolve to let me go, or ſee me fai — 


BELYVIDER 14 C. 
Hold, Sir, be patient. Ls TL NY W 
FAFFEIR. Bl 


Hark, the diſmal Bell  [Paſfng-Bull toll Cu 
Tolls out for Death] I muſt attend its Call too: 
For my poor Friend, my dyin Pierre __ me; 
He ſent a Meſſage to require 14 fee ba, hg? 
Before he dy'd, = take his laſt F == 6s" 


Farewel for ever. 
BELPIDERA. 
Leave thy Dagger with me.. 
Bequeath, meſemething—Not one Kiſs at parting ? 


Oh my poor. 1 when wilt thou break ? 
{ Going out, looks Back at N. 


* N JET FRAU 
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FAFFEIR. | 
| Vet flay, 
We have a Child, as yet a tender Infant, 
Be a kind Mother to him when I'm gone, 
Breed him in Virtue and the Paths of Honour, 


But let him never know his Father's Story; 


charge thee guard him from the Wrongs my Fate 
May do his future Fortune, or his Name. 
Now——nearer yet—— f Approaching each others 
Oh that my Arms were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever! but my Friends, my Oath ! 
This, and no more. | [ Kiſſes hers 
BELYIDER 4. 
Another, ſure another, 

For that poor little One you've ta'en ſuch Care of, | 
Pl! give't him truly. 

FAFFEIR. 

$0, now farewe?, 


BELFIDERA. 


| Nur erer? 
FAFFEIR. | 
Heav 'n knows for ever; all good Angels guard thee. [ Exe, 
BELFIDER 4. 
All nt ones fure had Charge of me this Moment. 
Curſt be my Days, and doubly caſt my Nights, 
Which I maſt now thourn out in Widbw'd Fears ; 
Blaſted be every Herb, and Fruit, and Tree; 
Curſt be the Rain that falls upon the Earth, 
And may the general Cure rene Man and Beaſt; 
Oh give me Daggers, Fire or Watef; 
How I could bleed, how burn, how frown, the Waves 
Huzzing and round my faking Head, 
Till I defernded te the peateful Bottom ! 
Oh there's all Quiet, Rere all Rage and Fur; 
The Air's tod thin, and pierces my weak Brain: 
| long for thiek ſubſtantia! Sleep: Hell! Hell! 
Jurkt from the Centre, rage and roar aloud, 
0 4 Ir 
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If \ art half ſo hot, ſo mad as I am. 


Enter PRIVL I and Servants, . 
Who's there? | . [They ſeize Fea 
PRIULI. 

Run, ſeize, and bring her ſafely Home, 

Guard her as you would Life : Alas, poor Creature! 
BEEY ITDEARS - 85 

What, to my Huſband? then conduct me quickly: 
Are all Things ready * ſhall we dic moſt gloriouſly ? 
Say not a Word of this to my old Father :. 
Murmuring Streams, ſoft Shades, and ſpringing Flowers, 
Lutes, Laurels, Seas of Milk, and Ships of Amber. [Ex. 


SCENE opening, diſcovers a Scaffold and a Wheel prepared 
for the executing of P12R RE ; then enter Officers, Pina ns; 
and Guards, a Friar, Executioner, and a great Rabils- 


OFFICER, 
Room, Room there ſtand all by, make Room for 
the Prifener. 
PIERRE: 
|. My Friend not come . 3 aor# tl 
FRIAR. : 
Why are you ſo obltinate ? 
PIERRE. 1 Wo 1 
Why you ſo male that a poor Wretch 
Can't die in Peace, 
But you, like Ravens, will * croaking round kim? 
FRIAR. Bn 
Yet, Heay'n—— , 
< PIERRE. | 
' I tell thee, Heav'n and I are Friends: 
I ne*er broke Peace with't yet by cruel Murders, 
Rapine or Perjury, or vile Deceiving : 7 5 
But liv'd in moral Juſtice towards all Men; | 
Nor am a Foe to the moſt ſtrong Believers, : 
Howe'er my own ſhort - ſighted Faith confine me. - 8 jo 
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 FRIAR. 
Butran all-ſeeing Judge — 


P 4 E RRE. 
You ſay my Conſcience 
Muſt be my Accuſer : I have ſearch'd that Conſcience,. 
And find no Records there of Crimes that ſcare me. 


.FRIAR. 
*Tis ſtrange you ſhould want Faith, 


. PTERRE. 

Fou want to lead 
My Reaſon blindfold, like a hamper'd Lion, 
Check'd of its nobler Vigour :. then when baited 
Down to obedient Tameneſs, make it couch, 
And ſhew ftrange Tricks, which you,.call Signs of Faith, 
So filly Souls are gull'd, and you get Money. 
Away, no more: Captain, I'd have hereafter 
This Fellow write no Lies of my Converſion, 
Becauſe he has crept upon my troubled Hours. 


"Enter JarrEinR. 
YAFFEFR-- 
Hold: Eyes be dry; Heart, ſtrengthen me to o bear 


This hideous Sight, and humble me to take 
The laſt Forgiveneſs of a dying Friend, 


Betray'd by my vile Falſhood to his Ruin. 
Oh Pierre. / 
PIER a] 2. 
Vet nearer. | i 7 
nner Moe 
Crawling on my _ 
And proſtrate on the Earth let me approach thee : \ 


How ſhall I look up to thy injur'd Face, 

That always us'd to ſmile with Friendſhip on me:? 
It darts an Air of ſo much manly Virtue, 

That I. methinks, look little in thy Sight, 


And * are fitter for me, taan Embraces. 


. P. 
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PIERRE, 

Dear to my Arms, tho' thou't undone my Famez. 

I can't forget to love thee: pr'ythee, Fair, 

Forgive that filthy Blow my Paſſion dealt thee; 

I'm now preparing for the Land of Peace, 

And fain would have the charitable Wiſhes 

Of all good Men, like thee, to bleſs my Journey. 
FAFFEILIR. 

Good ! I'm the vileſt Creature, worſe than e'er 
Suffer'd the Ntameful Fate thou'rt going to taſte of. 
Why was I ſent for to be us'd thus kindly ? 

'Call, call me Villain, as I am deſcribe 

"The fout Complexion of my hateful Deeds: 

Lead me to th” Rack, and ſtretch me in thy Stead, 
Ive Crimes enough to give it its full Load, 

And do it Cyedit: thou wilt but ſpoil the uſe on't,.. 
And honeſt Men hereafter bear its Figure 

About 'em as a Charm from treacherous Friendſhips. 


OFFICER. 
The Tame grows ſhort, your Friends are dead already. 
n 
Dead! 
PIERRE. 


Yes, dead, Faffir; they've all.dy'd like Men too, 
Worthy their Character. 
FAFFEIR: 
And what muſt I do 2 


PIERRE. 


Oh Jafer / 
FAFFEIR. 
Speak aloud thy burden'd Soul, 
And tell thy Troubles to thy tortur'd Friend.. 
PIERRE. 
Friend ! 
Could thou yet be a Friend, a generous Friend, 
I might hope Comfort from thy noble Sorrows. 
Heay'n knows 1 want a Friend. 


747. 


OO — 
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Fo 


4A Por Diseover's: 323 
And | kind one, 
That would not thus ſcorn my repenting Virtue, 
Or think when he's to die my Thoughts are idle. 
PIERRE. 227. 
No: . I charge thee, Fafiir. 
TALL GHG» 


Ves, PII live. 
But it ſhal{ be to fee thy Fall reveng'd 
At ſuch a Rate, as Juni long ſhal walf g n for. 
PIERRE | 


TFAFFEIR. 
T with by Heavn. 
PIERRE. 
Then ſlill thou'rt noble, 
And I forgive thee. E I truſt thoe ? 
FAFFEIR. 
No, I've been falſe already. 
PIERRE. 
Doſt thou love me:? 
FAFFEIR. 
Rip up my Heart, and ſatisfy thy Doubtings. 
PIERRE. | 
Curſe on this Weakneſs, [He Nit. 
FAFFEIR. ; 
Tears! Amazement! Tears! 


Wilt thou? 


I never ſaw thee melted thus before; 


And know there's ſomething labouring in thy Boſom 
That muſt have Vent: tho? I'm a Villain, tell me. 
PIERRE. 


See'ſt thou that Engine! [Pointing to Ile Wheel. 
FdAFFEIR. 
Why? | 
PIERRE, 


Is't fit a Soldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
Fought N ations Quarrels, and been crown'd withConqueſt,, 
O & Be- 
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Be expos'd a common Carcaſe on a Wheel? 
SAFFEIR. 
PIERRE. 
Speak! is't fitting? 
JAFFEIR. 
Fitting ? 
- PIERRE. 
e Les, is't ftting . 
What's to be done ? 44 8 | 
PIERRE. 1 * 
Pd have thee undertake- 
Something that's noble, to preſerve y Memory 
From the Diſgrace that's ready to attaint it. 
* " OFFICER. | 
The Day. grows late, Sir, - 2.71 Lo 
PIERRE. | 
Pl make haſte! Oh. Jain 
Though. thou'ſt betray'd me, do me ſome way Juſtice, 
| FAFFEIR, 
No more of that: Thy Wiſhes ſhall be ſatisfy'd; 


T have a Wife, and ſhe ſhall bleed; my. Child too. 
Yield up his little Throat, and all t' appeaſe thee —— 


[ Going away, Pierre holds him. 


PIERRE. 
No— this—no more! [ He wvhiſpers Jaffeir. 
JF AFFEIR, er 


Hah !. L't. then fo ? 1 i 


PIERRE. 
Moſt certainly. 
JTAFFEITR. 

I do't;. 

| PIERRE. 
Remember. | . 
£4. OFEICSIRHR 
PIERRE. 
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PIERRE, - * 
Chas. now 1 Am ready. 3 
[He and Jaffeir aſcend the Scaffold. 
Captain, you ſhould be a Gentleman of Honour, 
Keep off the Rabble, that I may have Room 
To entertain my Fate, and die with Decency. _ 
Come? [Takes off his Gown, Executioner prepares to bind bin, 
1 FRIAR. 


Son! , 
5p. 2 Z R R Z. 10 

| Hence, Tempter. | 
- _OFFICARX. 

Stand off, Prieſt. 

EIA. 5 
| I thank you, Sir; 
You'll chink on't? | [To Jaffeir. 
FAFFEIR. 
2 Twont grow ſtale before To-morrow. 


PIERRE, 
Now Jaffeir ! now I am going. Now; 
[ Executioners having bound bin, 


 FAUFFEIR. 


Have at thee,. | | py 
Thou honeſt Heart, then—here—' [Stabs bim 
And this is well too. 5 [Then flabs himſelf, 

: FRIAR. — 

Damnable Deed ! 

„ B E. 
No thou haſt indeed been faithful: 
This was done nobly—— We have deceiy'd the. Senate, | 


JAFFEEZR. 
Bravely., 
A ＋ RRE. 
Ha, ha, ha —oh, ob Dien 
TAI FFEIR.- 77 
> _' Now yecu's'd Nulers, 


Thus of the Blood y'ave flied I make 2 


An! 
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And ſprinkle't mingling: May it reſt upon you, 
And all your Race: Be henceforth Peace a Stranger 
Within your. Walls; let Plagues and Famine waſte 
Your Generation -O poor Belvidera - 

Sir, I have a Wife, a this i in Safety to her. 

A Token, that with my dying Breath I bles'd her, 
And the dear little Infant left Pehind me. | 
Pm fick 
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I'm quiet: [Jaffeir dies- 
OFFICER. 
Bear this News'to the Senate, 
And guard their Bodies till there's farther Order: 
Heav'n grant I die ſo-well—= [Scene ſouts upon them: 


de Myfich. 1 led n her 
Vonen, PR1UL1 and Servants, © 


PRIULT. O1 
1 Strengthen: hier Heart with Fatience, pitying Heav'n. H. 
1  BELVFIDERA. Te 
| Come,.come, come, come, come, come, nay come to Bed, Pe 
Pr'ythee my Love. The Winds; hark how they whiſtle > Py 
And the Rain beats > Oh how the Weather ſhrinks me f. M 
You are angry now, who cares ?: Piſh,. no indeed. Tl 
Chuſe then, I ſay you ſnall not go, you-ſhall not. Na 
Whip your I!]-nature ; get you gone then; oh! 
[ Jafleir's Ghoſt rafes,; 
Are you return'd? See, Father, here he's come again. Bri 
Am I to blame to love him & Oh thou dear one. 
[ Ghoſt finks.. 
Why do you fly me? Are you angry ſtill then? Le 
Jalftir, where art thou? Father, Why do yeu do thus? W 
Stand off, don't hide him from me. He's here ſomewhere. M: 
Stand off I ſay :: What, gone? Remember't Tyrant! Set 


may revenge me for this Trick one Day. 
PII de't——PII do't. Renault's a naſty Fellow; 
Hang him,. hang him, hang him, 


5; 


4 Pror Dizcoven. oo 


Au Orei0in andatbers. by 
PRIULT. 
News, what News? I cer aubifprrs Printis. 
OFFICER. 
| | Mok fad, Sir. 


Taffeer, upon the Scaffold. to prevent 
A ſhameful Death, ſtabb'd' Pierre, and next himſelf; 
Both fell- together, 

PRIULLT. 


Daughter. | 
BELFIDE R4 A. 
Ha, took there! 
[The Ghoſts of Jaffeir and Pierre ri/e together but# dug 
My Huſband bloody, and his Friend. too! Murder f 
Who has done this ? ſpeak to me, thou ſad Vifionz; - 
© q [Ghoſts H 
On theſe poor trembling Knees I beg it: vaniſh'd—— 
Here they went down; Ok! I'll dig, dig the Den up. 
You ſhan't delude me thus. Faſfttr, Jaffrin. 
Peep up and give me bat a Look. I have him! 
Pve got him, Father: 'Oh! how PII him! 
My Love ! my Dear! my. Bleſüng! help me! help me?! 
They have hold en me, and drag me to the Bottom. 
Nay—now they pull ſo:hard—farewel— [She dies. 
AID. We 


She's dead,, 
Breathleſs and dead: 
PRIURL 
| Then guard me from the Sight on'te:: 
Lead me into ſome Place that's fit for Mourning ; 
Where the free Air, Light, and the chearful Sun: 
May never entor: Hung it round with Black; 


Set up one Taper that may laſt a Day, 

As long as I've to live: And there all leave me: 

Sparing no Tears when you this Tale relate, 

But bid all cruel Fathers dread my Fate. [ Curtain falls. 
LExcunt Omnes| 


E PI- 
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HE Text is done, and now for Application, 
And when that's ended, paſs your PINTS. 
Theugh the Conſpiracy's prevented here, 
Merbinls I ee another hatching there ; 
And there's a certain Faction fain aveuld ſway, 
1f they had Strength enough, and damn this Play : 
But this the Author bade me boldly ſay ; 
Tf any take this Plainneſs in ill Part, 
He's glad on't from the Bottom of his. Heart; 
Poets in Honour of the Truth fbould write, 
With the ſame Spirit brave Men for it fight-. 
And though againft him cauſeleſs Hatreds riſes. 
And daily where he goes of late, he ſpies 
The Scowles of fullen and revengeful Eyes ; © 
Lis what he knows with much Contempt, to bear, 
And ſerves a Cauſe too good ta let him fear : 
He fears no Poiſon from an incens'd Drab, 
No Ruffian's fiue-foot Sword, nor Raſcals Stab; 
Nor any other Snares of Miſchief laid, 

vt a Roſe-Alley Cudgel- Ambuſcade, 

Frem any private Cauſe where Malice reigns, 
Or general Pique all Blackheads have to Brains+ + 
Nething ſhall Zaunt his Pen auben Truth does call; 
No, not the Picture-mangler at Guild-Hall. 
The Rebel-Tribe, of which that Vermin's one, 
Have now ſet forward, and their Courſe begun 3. 


The Raſcal that cut the Duke of Tort's Piftures. 


EPILOGUE. 
And while that Prince's Figure they d face, 
As they before had maſſacred his Name, 7 
Durſt their baſe Fears but look him in the Face, 
| They'd uſe his Perfon as they've us'd his Fame : 
A Face in which ſuch Lineaments they read 
Of that great Marr, whoſe rich Blood they ſhed, 
That their rebellious Hate they fill retain, 
And in his Son would murder him again. 
With Indignation then, let each brave Heart 
Rouxe, and unite to take his injur'd Part; 
'Till Royal Lowe and Goodneſs call him Home, 
And Songs of Triumph meet him as he come; 
5 'Till Heav'n his Honour, and our Peace reſfore, 


And Villains never wrong hit Virtue mura. 
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K & much lov'd Friend, when chou art from my Eyes 


Night, kinder Night's the much more welcome 
. K. * Gueſt, | 
For tho? it bring ſmall Eaſe, it hides at leaft 6 

Or if e'er Slumbers and my Eyes agree, 

'Tis when they're crown'd with pleaſing Dreams of thee, 
Laſt Night methought (Heav'n make the next as kind) 
Free as fixſt Innocence, and unconfin'd 

As our firſt Parents in their Eden were, 4 

F'er yet condemn'd to eat their Bread with Care; 


"Twas green heneath us, and all Shade above, 
Mild as our Friendſhip, ſpringing as our Love; 
Hundreds of chearful Birds fill'd every Tree, 
\ 4 And ſung their joyful Sangs of Liberty ; 
Whi'e thro? the gladſome Choir well-pleas'd we walk'd, 
And of. our preſent. valu'd State thus talk'd:; 
How happy. are we in this ſweet Retreat? 
Thus humbly bleſt, who'd labour to be great ? 
wo for Preferments at a Court would wait, 
bWhere every Gudgeon's nibbling at the Bait? 
What Fiſh of Senſe would on that Shallow lie, 
Amongſt the little ſtarving wriggling Frie, 


We two together wander'd through a Grove, } | 


+ * „ How do I loath the Day, and Light deſpiſe. * 
& M 
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That throng and crowd each other for a Taſte 
Of the deceitful, painted, poiſon'd Paſte ; 
When the wide River he behind him ſees, 
Where he may launch to Liberty and Eaſe ? 

No Cares or Buſineſs here diſturb our Hours, 
While underneath theſe ſhady, peaceful Bowers, 
In cool Delight and Innocence we ſtray, 

And midft a thouſand Pleaſures waſte the Day; 
Sometimes upon a River's Bank we lie, 

Where ſkimming Swallows o'er the Surface fly 
Juſt as the Sun declining, with his Beams, 
Kiſſes, and gently warms the gliding Streams; 
Amid whoſe Current rifing Fiſhes play, 

And roll in wanton Li way. 

Perhaps, hard by there grows a little Buſh, 

On which the Linnet, N ghtingale and Thrufh, 
Nightly their ſolemn Orgies meeting keep, 

And ſing their Veſpers ere they go to ſleep : 


There we two lie, between us may be's fpread 


Some Book, few underſtand, tho* many read. 
Sometimes we Firgil's facred Leaves turn o'er, 

Still wond'ring, and ftill finding Cauie for more, ; 
How Juno's Jage did good nears vex, 

Then how he had Revenge upon her Sex 

In Dido's State, whom bravely he enjoy'd, 

And quitted her as bravely too when cloy'd ; 


| He knew the fatal Danger of her Charms, 


And ſcorn'd to melt his Virtue in her Arms. 

Next Niſus and Euryalus we admire, . 

'Fheir gentle Friendſhip, and their martial Fire; 
We praiſe their Valour, *cauſe yet matcht by none, 
And love their Friendſhip, ſo much like our own. 
But when to give our Minds a Feaſt indeed, 

Horace, beſt known and lov'd by thee, we read, 
Who can our Tranſports, or our Longings tell, 


To taſte of Pleaſures, prais'd by him ſo well ? 


ich 
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With Thoughts of Love, and Wine, by him we're fir'd, 
Two Things in ſweet Retirement much defir'd, © 
A generous Bottle ant} a loveſome She, 
Are th' only Joys in Nature next to Thee: 
To which retiring quietly at Night, 
If (as that only can) to add Delight, 
When to our little Cottage we repair, 
We find a Friend or two we with for there, 
Dear B-—{y, kind as parting Lovers Tears, 
Adderly, honeſt as the Sword he wears, 
Wilſen, profeſiing Friendſhip, yet a Friend, 
Or—— Short, beyond what Numbers can commend, 
Finch, full of Kindneſs, gen'rous as his Blood, 
Watchful to do to modeſt Megzt good; 
Who have forſook the wild tumultuous Town, 
And for a Taſte of Life tows come down, 
With eager Arms how cloſely then w'embrace, 
What Joy's in every Heart, and every Face! 
The mod”rate Table's quickly cover'd Fer 
With chotceſt Meats at leaſt, tho? not with Stare: 
Of Bottles next ſucceeds a goodly Train, 
Full of what chears the Heart, and fires the Brain. 
Each waited on by a bright virgin Glaſs, * 
Clean, ſound and ſhining like its Drinker's Laſs. * 
Then down we fit, while every Genius tries, | | 
T'improve, till he deſerves his Sacrifice. 
No ſaucy Hour preſumes to ſtint Delighe, 
We laugh, love, drink, and when that's done *tis Night: 
Well warm'd and-pleas'd, as we think tt we part, | 
Each takes the obedient Treaſure of his Heart, 


Where no vexatious Cares come near his Head, 

But every Sen ſe with perfect Pleaſure's fed; 
Til in full Joy diffaly'd each falls afleep, 
With twining Limbs, that ſtill love's Poſture keep, 

At Dawn of Morning to renew. Delight ; 


And leads ber willing to his filent Bed, "2. 
So qudet craving Love till the next Night; 


—_ PO EMS pen 
Phen we the drowſy Cells of Sleep forſake, 
And to our Books our earlieſt Viſit make; 

Or elſe our Thoughts to their Attendance call, 
And there methinks, Fancy fits Queen of all ; 
While the poor under Faculties reſort, 

And to her ſickly Majeſty make court ; 

The Underſtanding firſt comes plainly clad, 
But uſefully ; no Ent'rance to be had, 
Next comes*the Will, that Bully of the Mind, 
Follies wait on him in a Troop behind; 


Whothinks her Majeſty's moſt honour'd when 
Attended by thoſe fine-dreſt Gentlemen, | 
Reaſon, the honeſt Counſellor this knows, 

And into Court with res'lute Virtue goes; 

Lets Fancy ſee her looſe irregular Sway! 

Then how the flattering Follies ſneak away? 

This Image when it came, too fiercely ſhook 

My Brain, which it ſoft Quiet ſtraight forſook ; 
When waking as I caſt my Eyes around, 

Nothing but old loath'd Vanities I found; 

No Grove, no Freedom, and what's worſe to me, 
No Friend; for I have none compar'd with thee. 
Soon then my Thoughts with their old Tyrant Care 
Were ſeiz'd ; which to divert I fram'd this Pray'r. 


He meets Reception from the antick Queen, } 


. Gods! Life's your Gift, then ſeaſon't with ſuch Fate, 


That what ye meant a Bleſſing prove no Weight. 
Let me to the remoteſt Part be whirl'd, | 
Of this your Play-thing made in Haſte, the World; 
But grant me Quiet, Liberty and Peace, 

By Day what's needful, and at Night ſoft Eaſe; 
The Friend I truſt in, and the She J love, 
Then fix me; and if e'er I with remove, 
Make me as great (that's wretched) as you can, 
Set me in Power, the woful'ſt State of Man; 
To be by Fools miſled, to Knaves a Prey : 
But make Life what I aſk, or take't away. 


THE 
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| wt broke of BOWS ed 7 
0 a igh Hill, where never yet ſtood Tree, 
Where only Heath, coarſe Fern, 0 1 grow, 
Where (nipt by piercing Air) 
The Flocks in tatter'd Fleeces hardly gate, 
Led by uncouth Thoughts and Care, 
Which did too much his penſive Mind amaze, | 
A wandring Bard, whoſe-Muſe was crazy grown, Y 
Cloy'd withithe.nauſeous Follies of the buzzing Town, 5 
Came, lob d about him; ſighꝰ'd, and laid him dowk. 
Twas far from any Path, but where the Earth * 
Was bare, and naked all as at her tp 4 
When by the Word it firſt was made, | ö 
87 Ere God had ſaid, * Nigg ase * f 8 
Let Graſs and Herbs and every green Thing grow, oh 
| With fruitful Trees after their Kind; and it was fo. 
*% The whiſtling Winds blew fiercely round his Head, 
Cold was his Lodging, hard his Bed; 
Aloft his Eyes on the wide Heav'ns he caſt, \ 
Where we are told Peace only's found at laſt: 
And as he did its hopeleſs Diſtance ſee, 


* N and ciy'd; How far'is Peace from me * 


ine | | 
Ner ended tbers his Modn'z- ra | 
The Diſtance of his future 4 2 
Had been enough to give bim Pain dee, > 


But who can undergo: -. 
Deſpair of Eaſe to come, with Weight of preſent Woe? _ 
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Down his afflicted Face N 
The trickling Tears had ſtream'd ſo faſt 6; 
As left a Path worn by their briny Race. 

Swoln was his Breaſt with Sighs, his well- 

Proportion'd Limbs as uſeleſs fell. 

While the poor Trunk (unable to fuſtain 

Itſelf; lay rackt, and ſhaking with its Pain. 

I heard his Groans, as I was walking by, 


And (urg'd by Pity) went aſide, to ſee Pie 
What the ſad Cauſe could be It 
Had preſs'd his State fo low, and rais't his Plaints fo * a 
On me he fixt his Eyes, I crav'd, 1 
Why ſo forlorn? He vainly rav'd, 1 
Peace to his Mind I did commend. F 
But, oh! my Words were hardly at an End, 
When I perceiv'd it was my Friend, 1 
My much-lov'd Friend: ſo down I fate, _ 
And begg'd that I might Share his Fate: 7 
J laid my Cheek to his, when with a Gale 
Of Sighs he eas'd his _— and thus began his Tale, 
I am a Wretch of hooeh Race : | , 
My Parents not obſcure, nor high in Titles were ; M 
They left me Heir to no Diſgrace, | 
My Father was (a Thing now rare) | B 
Loyal and brave; my Mother chaſte and fair, 
Their Pledge of Marriage-vows was only 1; 
Alone I hv'd their much-lov'd fondled Boy; 'P 
They gave me generous Education high, Or 
They ſtrove to raiſe my Mind, and with it grew their Joy © ay 
The Sages that inſtruted me in Arts Bu 
And Knowledge, oft would praiſe my Parts, ö Ga 
And chear my Parents longing: Hearts. Miz 


When I was call'd to a Diſpute, 
My Fellow-Pupils oft ſtood mute: | Bec 
Yet never Envy did disjoin 


Their Hearts from me, nor Pride diſtemper mane, The 
Tho 
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Thus my firſt Years in Happineſs I paſh 
Nor any bitter Cup did Taſte: c 
But, oh! a deadly Potion came at . 
As I lay looſely on my Bed, 
Athouſand pleaſantThoughts triumphing in in myHead, 
And as my Senſe on the rich Banquet fed, 
A Voice (it ſeem'd no more, fo baſy J 
Was with myſelf I ſaw not who was nig) 
Pierc'd throꝰ my Ears; Ariſe, thy goad & dead. 
It ſhook my Brain, and from * Feaſt my frighted 


ph, Senſes fled. 
From thence ſad Diſcontent, uneaſy Fears; 
And anxious Doubts of what I had to do, 
| Grew with ſucceeding Years, 
The World was wide, but whither ſhould I go? 


I, whofe blooming Hopes all wither'd were, 
Who'd little Fortune, and a deal of Care? 
To Britain's great Metropolis I ſtray d, 
Where Fortune's general Game is play'd; 
Where Honeſty and Wit are often prais'd, 
But Fools and Knaves are fotttinate and rais'd. 
My forward Spirit prompted me to find 
A Converſe equal to my Mind : 
But by raw Judgment eaſily miſled, 
(As giddy callow Boys 
Are very fond of Toys) 
I miſs'd the Brave and Wiſe, and in their ſtead 
On every Sort of Vanity I fed. 
Joy. Gay Coxcombs, Cowards, Knaves, and prating Fools, 
Bullies of o ergrown Bulks, and little Souls, 


e,. 


Gameſters, Half-wits, and Spendthrifts, (ſuch as think 
Miſchievous midnight Frolicks bred by Drink 

Are Gallantry and Wit, 
Becauſe to their lewd Underſtandings fit) 
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Thus 
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Were thoſe wherewith two Years at leaſt I ſpent, 
To all their fulſome Follies moſt incorrigible bent: 

Till at the laſt, myſelf more to abuſe, 

I grew in love with a deceitful Muſe, 

FR V. | 

No fair Deceiver ever us'd ſuch Charms, 
T' enſnare a tender Youth, and win his Heart: 

Or when ſhe had him in her Arms, 

Secur'd his Love with greater Art. 


I fancy'd, or I dream'd, (as Poets always do) Yo 
No Beauty with my Muſe's might compare. ] 
Lofty ſhe ſeem'd, and on her Front ſat a majeſtick ain Of 
Awful, yet kind: ſevere, yet fair, 
Upon her Head a Crown ſhe bore You 
Of Laurel, which ſhe told me ſhould be mine: I ar 
And round her Ivory Neck, ſhe wore 
A Rope of largeſt Pearl. Each Part of her did ſhine 
With Jewels and with Gold, 
Numberleſs to be told; 2 
Which in Imagination as I did behold, 
And lov'd, and wonder'd more and more, V 
Said ſhe, theſe Riches all, my Darling ſhall be thine, A 
Riches which never Poet had before. 1 
She promis'd me to raiſe my Fortune and my Name, N 
By Royal Favour, and by endleſs Fame; 
But never told | O 
How hard they were to get, how Aifficult to hold, 
Thus by the Arts of this moſt ſly - TI 
Deluder was I caught, Reſc 


To her bewitching Bondage brought. | P. 
Eternal Conſtancy we ſwore, 
A thouſand Times our Vows were doubled o'er. 
And as we did in our Entrancements lie, F. 
I thought no Pleaſure e' er was wrought ſo high, 


No Pair ſo happy as my Muſe and I, 
| Tha 


VI. Ne' 
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VI. 
Neer was young Lover half ſo fond 


When firſt his Puſillage he loſt, 
Or could of half my Pleaſure boaſt. 
We never met but we enjoy'd, 
Still tranſported, never cloy'd. 
Chambers, Cloſets, Fields and Groves, 
Bore Witneſs of our daily Loves ; 
And on the Bark of every Tree 
You might the Marks of our Endearments fee, 
Diſtichs, Poſies, and the pointed Bits 
Of Satire, (written when a Poet meets 
His Muſe in Caterwauling Fits) 
You might on every Rind behold and ſwear 
I and my Clio had been at it there. 
Nay, by my Muſe too I was bleſt 
With Offsprings of the choiceſt Kinds, 
Such as have pleas'd the nobleſt Minds, 
And been approv'd by Judgments. of the beſt, 
But in this moſt tranſporting Height : 
Whence I look'd down and laugh'd at Fate, 
All of a ſaqden I was alter'd grown; | a 


J round me look'd, and found myſelf alone: 
My faithleſs Muſe, my faithleſs Muſe was gone. 
I trydifI a Verſe could frame, 
Oft I in vain invok'd my Clio's Name. 
The more I ſtrove, the more I fail'd. 
T1chaf*d, I bit my Pen, curs'd my dull Skull andrail'd, 
Reſoly'd to force m*untoward Thought, and at the laſt 
prevail'd. 
A Line came forth, but ſuch a one, 
No trav'ling Matron in her Child-birth Pains, 
| Full of the joyful Hopes to bear a Son, 


Was more aſtoniſh'd at the unlook*d-for Shape 
Of ſome deform'd Baboon, or Ape, 
Than I was at the hideous Iſſue of my Brains. 


Ne's P . ü 3 tore 
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I tore my Paper, ſtabb'd my Pen, 


And ſwore I'd never write again, 1 
Reſoly'd to be a doating Fool no more. 7 
But when my Reck' ning I began to make, + 
I found too long I'd flept, and was too late awake; { 
I found m' ungrateful Mufe, for whoſe falſe * 
I did myſelf undo, 4 
Had robb'd me of my deareſt Store, 
My precious Time, my Friends, and Reputation too; She 
And left me helpleſs, friendleſs, very proud, and poor. An. 
VII. 
Reaſon, which in baſe Bonds my Folly had enthrall'd, 
I ftraight to Council calld ; 
Like ſome old faithful, Friend, whom long aga. : 
: I had caſhier'd, to pleafe my flattering Fair, ] 
To me with Readineſs he did repair 
Expreſt much tender Chearfulneſs, to find, l 
Experience had reſtor'd him to my Mind * 
And loyally did to me ſhow, | Th 
How much himſelf he did: abuſe, 
Who. credited a flattering, falſe, deſtructive treacherou A 
I aſk'd the Cauſes why. He ſaid, [Muſe, 
=_ *T was never known a Mufe e'er 4 
3 When Fortune fled; for Fortune is a Bawd | I 


To all the Nine that on Parnaſſys dwell 
Where thoſe ſo fam'd, delightfal Fountains ſwell 
Of Poetry, which there does ever flow: \ 
And where Wit's luſty ſhinimg God, 
Keeps his choice. Seraglio. 
So whilſt our Fortune ſmiles, our Thoughts aſpire, 
Pleaſure and Fame's our Buſineſs, and Defite. 
Then, too, if we find g 


A Promptneſs in the Mind, 
The Muſe is always ready; always kind. 
But if th* old Harlot Fortune once denies q 


Sti! 


Her Favour, all our Pleaſure, and rich Fancy dies, [flies- 
And then th* young lippery Jilt, the Muſe, too from us 
VIII. To 
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VIII. 
To the whole Tale ] gave Attention due; 
And as right Search into myſelf.I made, 
1 found all he had ſaidd 
Was very honeſt, very true. 
Oh how I hugg'd my welcome Friend! 
And much my Muſe I could not diſcommend ; 
For I nc'er liv'd in Fortune's Grace, : 
She always turn'd her Back, and fled from me que 
And never once vouchſaf*d to let me ſee her Face. 
Then to confirm me more, 
He drew the Veil of Dotage from my Eyes: 
See here, my Son, (ſaid he) the valued Prize; 
Thy fulſome Muſe behold, be happy, and be wiſe. 
1 look'd, and faw the rampant tawdry Quean, 
With a more horrid '['rain, ; 
Than ever yet to Satyr lent a Tale, 
Or haunted Cloris in the Mall. 
The firſt was he who ftunk of that rank Verſe 
In which he wrote his Sedem Farce; 
A Wretch whom old Diſeaſes did fo bite, | 
That he writ Bawdry ſure in Spight, f 
To ruin and diſgrace it quite. 
Philoſophers of old did ſo expreſs 
Their Art, and ſhew'd it in their Naſtineſs. 
Next him appear'd that blundering Sot 
Who a late Se/fion of the Poets wrote. 
Nature has mark'd him for a heavy Fool ; 
 By's flat broad Face you'll know the Owl. 
The other Birds have hooted him from Light; 
Much buffeting has made him love the Night, 
And only in the Dark he ſtrays ; f 
Still Wretch enough to live, with worſe Fools — | 
his Days, | 
And for old Shoes and Scraps repeats dull Plays. 
Then next there follow'd, to make up the Throng, 
Lord Lampoon and Monfieur Song, 
ES 7; Who 
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Who ſought her Love, and promis'd for't 
To make her famous at the Court. 
The City Poer too was there, 

In a black Sattin Cap and his own Hair, 

And begg'd that he might have the Honour 

To beget a Pageant on her, 
For the City's next Lord Mayor. 
Her Favours ſhe to none deny'd: 
They took her all by Turns aſide. 


The Poet's Scandal and the Muſe's Shame, 
A Beaſt of monſtrous Guiſe, and Z1BEL was his Name. 
But let me Pauſe, for *twill aſk Time to tell 
How he was born, how bred, and where, and where he 
now does dwell. | 


Till at the laſt up in the Rear there came 1 


IX. 1 | 

He paus'd, and thus renew'd his Tale, 

Down in an obſcure Vale, : 

Midſt Fogs and Fens, whence Miſts and Vapours riſe, 
Where never Sun was ſeen by Eyes, 

Under a deſert Wood, 204 | 
Which no Man own'd, but all wild Beaſts were kinds 
And kept their horrid Dens, by Prey far forag'd fed, 

An ill pil'd Cottage ſtood, 

Built of Mens Bones ſlaughter'd in the civil War, 
By magick Art brought thither from afar. 
There liv'd a widow'd Witch, 
That us'd to mumble Curſes Eve and Morn, 
Like one whom Wants and Care had worn ; 
Meagre her Looks, and ſunk her Eyes, 
Yet Miſchiefs ſtudy'd, Diſcords did deviſe. 
She appear'd humble, but it was her Pride: 
Slow in her Speech, in Semblance ſanctify'd. 
Still when ſhe ſpoke ſhe meant another Way ; 
And when ſhe curſt ſhe ſeem'd to pray. | 
Her helliſh Charms had all a holy Dreſs, | 
And bore the Name of Goalineſ z. 
All her Familiars ſeem'd the Sons of Peace. 
3 Honeſi 
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Honeſt Habits they all wore, 
In outward Show moſt Lamb-like and Divine: 
But inward of all Vices they had Store, 
Greedy as Wolves, and ſenſual too as Swine. 

Like her, the ſacred Scriptures they had all by Heart, 

Moſt eafily could quote, and turn it to any Part, 

Backward repeat it all, as Witches Prayers do, 

And for their Turn, interpret backward too. 
Idolatry with her was held impure, 
Becauſe beſides herſelf no Idol ſhe'd endure. 
Though not to paint, ſh'ad Arts to change the F ace, 
And alter it in heav'nly Faſhion. 
Lewd Whining ſhe deſin'd a Mark of Grace, 
And making wgly Faces was Mortification. 
Her late dead Pander was of well-known Fame, 
Old Preſbyter Rebellion was his Name: 
She a ſworn Foe to XING, his Peace, and Laws. 
So will be ever, and was call'd (bleſs us!) THE GOOD 
OLDCAUSE. 
7 i 
A Time there was, (a ſad one too) 
When all Things wore the Face of Woe, 
When many Horrors rag'd in this our Land, 
And a deftroying Angel was ſent down, 
To ſcourge the Pride of this rebellious Town. 
He came and o'er all Britain ſtretch'd his eonqu'ring Hand: 
Till in th' untrodden Streets unwholeſome Grals 
Grew of great Stalk, its Colour groſs, 
And melancholick pois*nous green; 

Like thoſe coarſe ſickly Weeds on an old Dunghill ſeen, 
Where ſome Murrain-murder'd Hog, | 
Poiſon'd Cat, or ſtrangled Dog, 

In Rottenneſs had long unburied laid, 
And the cold Soil productive made. 
Birds of ill Omen hover'd in the Air, 
And by their Cries bad us for Graves prepare; 
4 And 
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And as our Deſtiny they ſeem'd t' unfold,. 
Dropt dead of the fame Fate they had foretold:. 
That dire Commiſſion ended, down there came 
Another Angel with a Sword of Flame 
Deſolation ſoon he made, 
And our new Sodom low in Aſhes laid. | 
Diſtractions and Diſtruſts then did amongſt us riſe, 
When, in her pious old Diſguiſe, 
This Witch with all her Miſchief-making Train 
Began to ſhew herſelf again. 
The Sons of old Rebellion ſtraight ſhe ſummon'd all; 
Straight they were ready at her Call: 
Once more th? old Bait before their Eyes ſhe caſt, 
That and her Love they long'd to taſte ; f 
And to her Luſt ſhe drew them all at laſt. 
So Reuben (we may read of heretofore) 
Was led aſtray, and had Pollution with his Father's Whore, 
XI. 
The better to conceal her lewd Intent 
In Safety from obſerving Eyes, 
Th' old Strumpet did herſelf diſguiſe 
In comely Weeds, and to the City went, 
Affected Truth, mach Modeſty,. and Grace, 
A nd(lik ke aworn-outSuburb-Trull)paſtthere foranewPFace;, 
© hither all her Lover's flock'd, 
And there for her Support ſhe found 
A Wight, of whom Fame's Trumpet much does ſound, 
With all Ingredients for his Bus neſs ſtockt, 
Not unlike him whoſe Story has a Place 
In th” Annals of Sir Hudibras. 
Of all her Bus'neſs he took Care; 
And every Knave or Fool that to her did repair, 
Had by him Admittance there. 
By his Contrivanee to her did reſort, 


All who had been diſguſted at the Court; 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe whoſe Ambition had been croſt, 

Or by ill Manners had Preferments loſt, 

Were thoſe on whom ſhe praQtis'd moſt her Charms, 
Lay neareſt to her Heart, and oft”neſt in her Arms. 
Intereſt in every Faction, every Sect ſhe fought : 

And to her Lure, flatt'ring their Hopes, * brought 

All thofe who uſe Religion for a Faſhion, 

All ſach as practiſe Forms, and take great Pains 

To make their Godlineſs their Gains, | 

And thrive by the Diſtractions of a Nation, 

She by her Art enfnar'd and fetter'd in her Chains. 
Through her the Atheiſt hop'd to purchaſe Toleration, 
The Rebel Poww'r, the beggar'd Spendthrift Lands, 


Out of the K:»g's or Bi/bop's Hands. 
Nay, to her Side at laſt ſhe drew in all the rude, 


' Ungovernable, headlong Maltitude : 
Promis'd ſtrange Liberties and ſure Redreſs 
Of never-felt, unheard-of Grievances : 
Pamper'd their Follies, and indulg'd their Hopes, 
With May-day Routs, November Squibs, and * Paſe- 
board Popes. © ; 


17 XII. 
With her in common Luſt did mingle all the Crew, 
Till at the laſt ſhe pregnant grew, 
And from her Womb, in little Time, brought forth 
This monſtrous, moſt deteſted Birth. 
Of Children born with Teeth we've heard, 
And ſome like Comets with a Beard, | 
Which ſeem'd to be Forerunners of dire Change: 
But never hitherto was feen, 
Born from a Wapping Drab, ar Shereditch Quean, 
A Form like this ſo hideous and ſo ſtrange. 
'To help whofe Mother in her Pams, there came 
Many a well known Dame. 
The Bawd Hypocriſy was there, 
And Madam Inpudence the fair: 
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Dame Scandal with her ſquinting Eyes, 
That loves to ſet good Neighbours at Debate, 
And raiſe Commotions in a jealous State, 
Was there, and Malice Queen of far-ſpread Lies, 
With all their Train of Frauds and Forgertes. 


But Midwife Mutiny, that buſy Drab, 
That's always talking, always loud, 
Was ſhe that firſt took up the Babe, 
And of the Office moſt was proud. 

Behold its Head of horrid Form appears: 

To ſpight the Pillory it had no Ears. 

When ſtraight the Bawd cry'd out, twas ſurely Kin 
To the bleſt Family of Pryn. 

But Scandal offer'd to depoſe her Word, 

Or Oath, the Father was a Lord. 
'The Noſe was ugly, long and big, | 


.P 


Broad and ſnouty like a Pig; | 
Which ſhew'd he would in Dunghills love to * ; 
Love to caſt ſtinking Satires up in ill-pil'd Rhimes, 
And live by the Corruptrons of unhappy Times. 
They promis'd all by Turns to take him, 
And a hopeful Youth to make him, 
To Nurſe he ſtraight was ſent 
Fo a Sifter-Witch, though of another Sort, 
One who profefs*'d no Good, nor any meant: 
All Day ſhe prattis'd Charms, by Night ſhe hardly flept. 
Yet in the Outcaſts of a Northern factious Town, 
A little ſmoaky Manfion of her own, 
Where her Familiars to her did reſort, 
A Cell ſhe kept, 
Hell ſhe ador'd, and Satan was her God ; 
And many an ugly loathſome Toad 
Crawl'd round her Walls, and croak'd. 
Under her Roof, all diſmal black and ſmoak'd, 
Harbour'd Beetles and unwholeſome Bats, 
Sprawling Neſts of little Cats: | 
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All which were Imps ſhe cheriſh'd with her Blood, 
To make her Spells ſucceed and good. 
Still at her rivell'd Breaſts they 214 whene'er Mankind 
ſhe curſt, 
And with theſe Foſter-brethren was our Menſter nurſt. 
In little Time the Hell- bred Brat 
Grew plump and fat, 
Without his Leading- ſtrings could walk, 
And (as the Sorcereſs taught him) talk. 
At ſeven Vears old he went to School, 
Where firſt he grew a Foe to Rule. 
Never would he learn as taught, 
But ſtill new Ways affected, and new Methods fought ; 
Not that he wanted Parts | . 
T*1mprove in Letters, and proceed to Arts; 
But as negligent as fly, 
Of all Perverſeneſs brutiſhly was full, 
(By Nature idle) lov'd to ſhift and lie, 
And was obſtinately dull. nn 0 
Till ſpight of Nature, through great Pains, the Sot, 
(And th' Influence of th? ill Genius of our Land) 
At laſt in Part began to underſtand. 
Some Inſight i in the Latin Tongue he got; 
Could ſmatter pretty well, and write too a plain Hand. 
For which his Guardians all thought fit, 
In Compliment to his moſt hopeful Wit, 
He ſhould be ſent to learn the Laws, 
And out of the good old to raiſe a Ney new Cauſe. 


XIV. 
In which the better to raprobl Mind, 
| As by Nature he was bent 
To ſearch in hidden Paths, and Things long buried find, 
A Wretch's Converſe much he did frequent: 
One who this World, as that did him, difown'd, 
And in an unfrequented Corner, where | 


Nothing was pleaſant, hardly healthful found, 
| | He 
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He led his hated Life, 
Needy, and even of Neceſſaries bare. 
No Servant had he, Children, Friend, or Wife : 
But of a little Remnant, got by Fraud, 
(For all ill Turns he loy'd, all good deteſted) and beliey'd 
no God. 
Thrice in a Week he chang'd a hoarded Groat, 
With which of B Scraps he bought. 
Then from a neighb'ring Fountain Water got, 
Not to be clean, but flake his Thirſt. 
He never bleſt himſelf, and all Things elſe he curſt. 
The Cell in which he (though but ſeldom) ſlept, 
Lay like a Den, uncleans'd, unſwept : 
And there thoſe Jewels which he lov'd he kept; 
1d worn-out Statutes, and Records 
Of Commons Privileges and the Rights of Lordi. 
But bound up by themſelves, wich Care were laid 
All the As, Reſolves, and Orders made 
By the old Long Rump Parliament, 
Thro' all the Changes of its Government: 
From which with Readineſs he could debate f 


Concerning Matters of the State, 
All down from godly forty-one, to horrid forty-eight. 
XV. 
His Friendſhip much our Monſter fought 
By Inſtin&, and by Inclination tos: 
So without much ado 
They were together brought. 
To him Obedrence Tibel ſwore, and by him was he taught: 
He learnt of him all Goodneſs to deteſt ; 
To be aſham'd of no Diſgrace; 
In al Things, but Obedience to be a Beaſt ; 
To hide a Coward's Heart, and ſhow a hardy Face. 
He taught him to call Government a Clog, 
But to bear Beatings like a Dog: 
T'ave no Religion, Honeſty or Senſe, 


But to profe/s them all for a Pretence. 
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Fraught with theſe Morals, he began 
To compleat him more for Man: 
Diſtinguiſh to him in an Hour 
Twixt Legi/lative and Judicial Power x 
How to frame a Commonwealth, 
And Democraey by Stealth; 
To palliate it at firſt, and ery 
"Twas but a well mixt Monarchy. 
And Treaſon Salus Populi x 
Into Rebellion to divide the Nation, 
By fair Commitiret of Aſſociation ; 
How by a lawful Means to bring 
In Arms againſt himſelf the XING, 
With a diſtinguiſhing old Trick, 
*Twixt Perſons Natural and Politick ; 
How to make faithful Servants Traitors, 
Thorongh pac'd Rebels Legiſlators, | c 
And at laſt Trooper; Adjutators. 
Thus well inform'd, and furniſht with enougls - 
Of ſuch like wordy canting Stuff 
Our Blade ſet forth, and quickly grew 
A Leader in a factious Crew. 
Where'er he came, twas he firſt Silence broke, 
And ſwell'd with every Word he ſpoke : 
By which becoming ſawcy Grace, 
He gain'd Authority and Place : 
By many for Preferments was thought fit, 
For talking Treaſon without Fear or Wit : 
For opening Failings in the State: 2 


For lovmg noiſy and unſound Debate, 
And wearing of a myftical green Ribband in his Hat, 
| XVI. 
Thus, like Alcides in his Lion's Skin, 
He very dreadful grew. 
But, like that Herewles when Love crept in, 
And th' Hero to his Diſtaff drew, 
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His Foes that found him ſaw he was but Man: 
So when my faithleſs Clio by her Snare 
Had brought him to her Arms, and I furpriz'd him there, 
At once to hate and ſcorn him I began ; 
To ſee how foolifhly ſn'ad dreft, 
And for Diverſion trickt the Beaſt: 
He was Poetry all o'er, . 
On every Side, behind, before : 
About him nothing could 1 ſee, 
But parti-colour'd Poetry. | 
Painter's Advices, Litanies, 
Ballads, and all the ſpurious Exceſs 
Of Ills that Malice could deviſe, 
Or ever ſwarm'd from a. licentious Prefs, 
Hung round about him like a Spell: 
And in his own Hand too was writ, 
That worthy Piece of modern Wit, 
The Country's late Appeal. E OE 
But from ſuch 111s when will our wretched State 
Be freed ? and who ſhall cruſh this Serpent's Head? 
*Tis ſaid we may in ancient Legends read 
Of a huge Dragon ſent by Fate 
To lay a ſinful Kingdom waſte : 
So through it all he rang'd, devouring as he paſt, 
And each Day with a Virgin broke his Faſt: 
Till wretched Matrons curſt their Wombs, 
So hardly was their Loſs endur'd : 
The Lovers all deſpair'd, and fought their Tombs 


In the ſame Monſter's Jaws, and of their Pains were cur'd. 


Till, like our Morfer too, and with the ſame 
Curſt Ends, to the Metropolis he came. 
His Cruelties renew'd again, 
And every Day a Maid was ſlain. 
The Curſe through every Family had paſt, 
When ta the Sacrifice at laſt 
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Th' unhappy Monarch's only Child muſt bow: 

A Royal Daughter needs muſt. ſuffer then, a ROYAL 
BROTHER now. | | | 
AVI. 


On him this Dragon Libel needs will prey : 
On him has caſt. 7 
His ſordid Venom, and profan'd 
With fpurious Verſe his ſpotleſs Fame, 
Which ſhall for ever ſtand || 
Unblemiſht, and to Ages laſt, 
When all his Foes lie buried in their Shame, 
Elſe tell me why (ſome Prophet that is wiſe) 
Heav'n took ſuch Care 
To make him every Thing that's rare, 
Dear to the Heart, deſirous to the Eyes. 
Why do all good Men bleſs him as he goes? 
Why at his Preſence ſhrink his Foes ? 
Why do the Brave all ſtrive his Honour to defend? 
Why through the World is he diftinguiſh'd moſt 
By Titles, which but few can boaſt, N 
A moſt Ja Maſter, and a Faithful Friend? 
One who never yet did Wrong 
- To high or low, to old or young? 
Of him what Orphan can complain ? 
Of him what Widow make her Moan ?: 
But ſuch as wiſn him here again, 
And miſs his Goodneſs now he's gone. 
If this be (as I am ſure tis) true, 
Then pr'ythee, Prophet, tell me too, 
Why lives he in the World's Eſteem, 
Not one Man's Foe? and why then are not all Men 
Friends with him? 


„ 
Whene'er his Life was ſet at Stake 
For his ungrateful Country's Sake, 
What Dangers or what Labours did he ever ſhun ? 
Or what Wonders has not done? 0 
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Watchful all Night, and duſy all the Day, 
(Spreading his Fleet in Sight of Halland's Shore) 
Triumphantly ye ſaw his Flags and Streamers play. 
Then did the Ergliþ Lion roar, 
Whilſt the Belgian couchant lay. 
Big with the Thoughts of Conqueſt and Renown, 
Of Britain's Honour, and his own, 
To them he like a threat'ning Comet ſhin'd, 
Rough as the Sea, and furious as the Wind ; 
But conſtant as the Stars that never move z 
Or as Women would have Love. 
The trembling Genius of their State 
Lookt out, and ſtraight ſhrunk back his Head, 
To fee our daring Banners ſpread. 
Whilſt in their Harbours they 


Like batten'd Monſters weltring lay: 
The Winds, when ours th'ad kiſe d, feorn'd with their 
Flags to play. 
But drooping like their Captain's Hearts, 
Each Pendent, Streamer hung. 
The Seamen ſeem'd have loſt their Arts, | 
Their Ships at Anchers now, of which w'had heard them 
boaſt, 
With ill-furl'd Sails, and Rattlings looſe, by every Billow 
toſt, 
Lay like neglected Harps, untun'd, unſtrung; 
»Till at the laſt, provok'd with Shame, 
Forth from their Dens the baited Foxes came : 


Foxes in Councils and th Fight too grave; 
Seldom true, and now not brave. 


They bluſter'd out the Day with Shew of Fight, 
And ran away in the good-natur'd Night. 


XIX. 
A bloody Battle next was fought, 


And thenin Triumph home a welcome Fleet he brought, 
With Spoils of Victory, and Glory fraught, 
To him then every Heart was open, down 


From the great Man to the Clown; PE 
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In him rejoic'd, to him inclin'd : 
And as his Health round the glad Board did paſs, 
Each honeſt Fellow cry'd, Fill full my Glaſs, 
And ſhew'd the Fulneſs of his Mind. 
No diſcontented Vermin of ill Times 
Durſt then affront him but in Show, 
Nor Libel daſh him with his dirty Rhimes : 
Nor may he live in Peace that does it now. 
And whoſe Heart would not wiſh ſo too 
That had but ſeen 
When his tumultuous miſled Foes 
Againſt him roſe, 
With what heroick Grace 
He choſe the Weight of Wrong to undergo? 
No Tempeſt on his Brow, unalter'd in his Face, 
True Witneſs of the Innocence within, 
But when the Meſſengers did Mandates bring 
For his Retreat to foreign Land, 
Since ſent from the relenting Hand 
Of the moſt ſruing BROTHER, Hina KING; 
If in his Heart Regret did riſe, 
It never ſcap'd his Tongue or Eyes; | 
With ſteady Virtue was allay'd, A 
And like a mighty Congu' rar, hr obey'd.. 


AI 
It was a dark and gloomy Day, 
Sad as the . ſullen too, 
As proud Men, when in vain they oo, 
Or Soldiers cheated of their Pay, | 
The Court, where Pleaſures us'd to flow, 
Became the Scene of Mourning and of Woe. 
Deſolate was every 
Where Men for News and Bus'neſs uſe to come. 
With folded Arms and down- caſt Eyes Men walk'd, 
In Corners, and with Caution talk'd. 
All Things prepar'd, the Hour grew near 
When he muſt part: his laſt ſhort Time was ſpent 
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In leaving Bleſſings on his Children dear. 
To them with eager Haſte and Love he went: 
The eldeſt firſt embrac'd, 
As new- born Day in Beauty bright, 
But ſad in Mind as deepeſt Night. 
What tend'reſt Hearts could ſay, betwixt them paſt z 
*T11l Grief to cloſe upon them crept : 
So ſighing he withdrew, ſhe turn'd away and wept. 
Much of the Father in his Breaſt did riſe, 
When on the next he fix'd his Eyes, 
A tender Infant in the Nurſe's Arms, 
Full of kind Play, and pretty Charms, . 
And as to give the farewel Kiſs he near it drew, 
About his manly Neck two little Arms it threw ; 
Smil'd in his Eyes, as if it begg'd his Stay, 
And look'd kind Things it could got 9 


XXI. 


But the great pomp of Grief was yet to come. 
Th' appointed Time was almoſt paſt, [haſte 
Th' impatient Tides knock'd at the Shore, and bid him 
To ſeek a foreign Home. 
The Summons he reſolv'd t'obey ; 
Diſdaining of his Suffering to complain, 
Though every Step ſeem'd trod with Pain; 
So forth he came, attended on his Way 
By a ſad lamenting Throng, 
That bleſt him and about him hung. 
A Weight his generous Heart could hardly bear; 
But for the Comfort that was near, 
His beauteous MA T E, the Fountain of his Joys, 
That fed his Soul with Love; | 
The Cordial that can mortal Pains remove, 
To which all worldly Bleſſings elſe are Toys. 


Juſt when approach'd the Monarch of our Land, 
And took the charming Mourner by the Hand. 


I ſaw them ready for Departure ſtand, 1 
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T' expreſs all nobleſt Offices he ſtrove, 
Of Royal Goodneſs, and a Brother's Lowe. 
Then down to the Shore-ſide, 
Where, to convey them, did two Royal ages ride, 
With ſolemn Peace they paſt ; 1 4 2 
And there ſo tenderly embrac' d. 
All griev'd by Sympathy to ſee them part, 
And their kind Pains touch'd each By-ſtander's Heart, 
Then Hand in Hand the pity'd Pair 
Turn'd round, to face their Fate: 
_ 6heev'n amidſt Afflictions Fair; 
He, though oppreſt, ſtill Great. | 
Into th' expecting Boat with Haſte they went; [ ſent, 
Where, as the troubled Fair One to the Shore ſome Wiſhes 
For that dear Pledge ſhe had left behind, 
And as her Paſſion grew too mighty for her Mind, 
She of ſome Tears her Eyes beguil'd; 
Which, as upon her Cheek they lay, 
The happy Hero kiſs'd away; 
And as ſhe wept, bluſht with Diſdain, and ſmil'd. 
Straight forth they launch into the high-ſwoln Thames 2 
The well-ftruck Oars lave up the yielding Streams, 
All fixt their longing Eyes, and wiſhing ſtood, 
"Till they were got into the wider Flood ; 
Till leflen'd out of Sight, and ſeen no more, 
Then "ghd, WW turn'd into the hated Shore. 
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PHADRA to HIPPOLYTUS. 


Tranflated ont of OV I D. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Theſeus, the Son of Ageus, having lain the Minotaur, pro- 
miſed to Ariadne the Daughter of Minos and Paſi phaë, 
for the Aſiftance which ſhe gave . to carry her home 

ewith him, and make her his Wife : So together with her 
Si/ter Phædra they wwent on Board and fail d to Chios, 
aobere being warn'd by Bacchus, be left Ariadne, and mar- 
ried her Sifter Phazdra ; who & ards, in Theſeus her 
Huſvand®s Abſence, fell in Love with Hippolytus her Son. 
in-Laso, wwbo had wow'd Celibacy, and was a Hunter : 
Wherefore fince ſbe could wot conveniently ttherwiſe, fbt 
choſe by this Epiftle to give him an Account of ber Paſſion. 


F thou'rt unkind, I ne'er ſhall Health enjoy, 
Vet much I wiſh to thee, my lovely Boy : 
Read this, and reading how my Soul is ſeiz'd, 
Rather than not, be with my Ruin pleas'd : 
Thus Secrets ſafe to fartheſt Shores may move, 
By Letters Foes converſe, and learn to love. 
Thrice my ſad Tale, as ] to tell it try'd, 
Upon my fault'ring Tongue abortive dy'd : 
Long Shame prevail*d, nor could be conquer'd quite, 
But what I bluſh'd to ſpeak, Love made me write. 
»Tis dang'rons to reſiſt the Power of Love, 
The Gods obey him, ami he's King above: 
He clear'd the Doubts that did my Mind confound, 
And promis'd me to bring thee hither bound: 
Oh may he come, and in that Breaſt of thine 
Fix a kind Dart, and make it flame like mine! 


ct 
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Yet of my Wedlock Vows Dl! loſe no Care, X 
Search back throꝰ all-my Fame, thou'lt find it fair. 
But Love long breeding, to worſt Pain does turn; 
Outward unharm'd, within, within I burn! 
As the young Ball our Courſer yet untam'd, 
When yok'd or bridPd fiſt, are pinch'd and maim'd, 
So my unpra@tis'd Heart in Love can find 
No Reſt, th' unwonted Weight ſo toils my Mind. 
When young Love's Pangs by Arts we may n. 
But in our riper Vears with Rage we love. 
To thee I yield then all my dear Renown, 
And pr'ythee let's together be undone. 
Who would not pluck the new-blown bluſhing Roſe, 
Or the ripe Fruit chat courts him as it grows ? 
But if. my Virtue hitherto has gain'd 
Eſteem for ſpotleſs, ſhalt it now be ftain'd ? 
Oh in thy Love 1 fhall no Hazard run; 
»Tis not a Sin, but when tis coarſely done. 
And now ſhould Yww leave her Jowe to me, 

I'd quit that Jave, Hippolytns, for thee ; 
Believe me too with ſtrange Defires I change, 


Amongſt wild Beaſts 1 long with thee to range, 


To thy Delights and Delia I incline, - 

Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe's thine ; 

J long to-know the Woods, to drive the Deer, 

And o'er the Mountains Tops my Hounds to chear, 
Shaking my Dart; then, the Chaſe ended, lye 
Stretch'd on the Graſs : And wouldft not thou be by 22 
Oft in light Chariots I with Pleaſure ride, 

And love myſelf the furious Steeds to guide. 

Now like a Bacchanal more wild I ſtray, 7 


Or old Cybek's Prieſts,” as mad as they 
When under Ida's Hill they Off'rings pay: 
Ev'n mad as thoſe the Deities of Night 

And Water, Fauns and Dryad: do affright. 
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But ſtill each little Interval I gain,” 0 N 15 377 
Eaſily find ide Love breeds. all my Ful 72 44 2 
Sure on our Race Love like a Fate daes. 71 419 
And Venus will have Tribute of us all. latin 
Dove lov'd Europa, hence ee the wh 5A 
Ag to a Bull transform'd, neee Nen 
She, like my Mother, languiſht to obtain, 
And fill'd her Womb with Shame as ein Rai nh 
The faithleſs Te by my Siſter's Aid. ; + e 1195 
The Monſter. ſlew, and a ſaſa Conqueſt ade. 
Now in that Family my Right to ſave, * * t LE ear a1, 
I am at laſt on the ſame Terms a Favs 2: 22d yin bak 
"Twas fatal to my Siſter, and to me, no 0 
She lov'd thy Father, but eee 
Let Monuments of Triumph then be ſho mn, 1 
For two unhappy Nymphs by you undonae . 
When firſt our Vows were to Zan paid, 1 hi oN 
Would I had in a Cretan Grave been lade 
"Twas there thou didſt a perfect Conqueſt gain, 4 bn! 
Whilſt Love's ſierce Fever rag'd in ey Nein: : 
White was thy Robe, a Garland deck'd: thy Heads 
A mode{Bluſh thy comely Face 0'ctſpreat. N 
That Face which may be terrible in Arms, 4 2 05 N 
graceful ſeem'd to me, and full of n 


But 

I love the Man whoſe Faſhion's leaſt his Care, | 
And hate my Sex's Coxcomb fine and fair ; 1 14 | 
For whilſt thus plain thy careleſs Locks let f, 


Th' unpoliſht Form is Beauty in my Eye. 
If thou but ride, or ſhake the trembling W ey 
I fix my Eyes and wonder at thy Art: 
To ſee thee poiſe the Jay lin, moves Delight. 
And all thou doſt is lovely in my Sign: R 6 
But to the Woods thy Cruelty reſign, e W a 
Nor treat it with ſo poor a Liſe as mine 
Muſt cold Diana be ador'd alone; "7 took | 
Muſt ſhe have all oy Vows _ Venus none ? 


ſeveral Occas1ons. 
That Pleaſure palls, if tis enjoy'd too long; 
Love makes the Weary firm, the Feeble ſtrong. 
For Cynthia's Sake unbend and eaſe thy Bow); 
Elſe to thy Arm *twill weak and uſeleſs grow. 
Famous was Cepbalus in Wood and Plain, 

And by him many a Boar and Pard was ſlain, 


Yet to Auroras Love he did incline, 

Who wiſely left old Age for Youth like thine, 

Under the ſpreading Shades her am'rous Boy, 

The fair Adonis, Venus could enjoy; - 

Atlanta's Love too Meleager ſought, 

And to her Tribute paid of all he caught : 

Be thou and I the next bleſt Sy/var Pair; 

Where Love's a Stranger, Woods but Deſerts are. 

With thee, thro' dang'rous Ways unknown before, 

I'll rove, and fearleſs face the dreadful Boar. 

Between two Seas a little 1#hmus lies, 

Where on each Side the beating Billows riſe, 

There in Trazena I thy Love will meet, 

More bleſt and pleas'd than in my native Crete, 

As we could wiſh, old The/eus is away 

At Theſſaly, where always let him ſtay 

With his Piritbous, whom well I ſee 

Preferr'd abeve Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thus expreſt his Hate; 

We both have ſuffer d Wrongs of mighty weight: 

My Brother firſt he cruelly did lay, 

Then from my Siſter falſly ran away; 

And left expos'd to ev'ry Beaſt a Prey: 

A warlike Queen to thee thy Being gave, 

A Mother worthy of a Son ſo brave, 

From cruel Theſexs yet her Death did find, 

Nor though ſhe gave him thee, could make him kied 

Unwedded too he murder'd her in Spite, 

To baſtardize, and rob thee of thy Right ; | 
Vol. III. Q Ang 
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And if, to wrong thee more, two Sons I've brought, 
Believe it his and none of Pheara's Fault: 

Rather, thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, 

I wiſh at firſt I'd dy'd of Mothers Pains: 

How canſt thou rev'rence then thy Father's Bed, 
From which himſelf fo abjectly is fled ? 

The Thought affrights not me, but me inflames ; 
Mother and Son are Notions, very Names 

Of worn-out Piety, in faſhion then 

When old dull Saturn rul'd the Race of Men: 

But braver Jove taught Pleaſure was no Sin, 

And with his Siſter did himſelf begin. 

Nearneſs of Blood, and Kindred beſt we prove, 
When we expreſs it in the cloſeſt Love. 

Nor need we fear our Fault ſhould be reveal'd, 
»Twill under near Relation be conceal'd ; | 
And all who hear our Loves, with Praiſe ſhall crown 
A Mother's Kindneſs to a grateful Son. 

No Need at Midnight in the Dark to ſtray, 


T' unlock the Gates, and cry, my Love, this Way, 
No buſy Spies our Pleaſures to betray. 

But in one Houſe, as heretofore, we'll live, 

In publick Kiſſes take; in publick, give; 

Though in my Bed thou'rt ſeen, *twill gain Applauſe 
From all, whilſt none have Senſe to gueſs the Cauſe : 
Only make haſte, and let this League be fign'd ; 

So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. 

For this J am an humble Suppliant grown; 

Now where are all my Boaſts of Greatneſs gone ? 

I ſwore I ne'er would yield, reſolv'd to fight, | W 
Deceiv'd by Love, that's ſeldom in the right: 

Now on my own I crawl, to claſp thy Knees; 
What's decent no true Lover cares or ſees: g 
Shame, like a beaten Soldier, leaves the Place, The P 
But Beauties Bluſhes ſtill are in my Face. Mo 


Forgive 


24 


Forgive this fond Confeſſion which I make, 

And then ſome Pity on my Suff rings take. 

What though *midſt Seas my Father's Empire lies ? 
Though my great Grandſire thunder from the Skies ? 
What though my Father's Sire in Beams dreſt gay, 
Drives round the burning Chariot of the Day ? 

Their Honour all in me to Love's a Slave, 

Then though thou wilt not me, their Honour ſave z 
Jove's famous Iſland, Crete, in Dow'r I'll bring, 

And there ſhall my Hippolytus be King: 

For Venus Sake then hear and grant my Prayer, 

So may'ſt thou never love a ſcornful Fair; 

In Fields ſo may Diana grace thee ſtill, 

And ev'ry Wood afford thee Game to kill 

So may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 

Be kind, ſo may the Boar before thee fall; 

So may the Water-Nymphs in Heat of Day, 

Though thou their Sex deſpiſe, thy Thirſt allay. 
Millions of Tears to theſe my Pray'rs I join, Y 
Which as thou read'ſt with thoſe dear Eyes of thine, wy 
Think that thou ſee*ſt the Streams that flow from mine, ), 


, 


To Mr. CREECH upon his Tranſlation 
of LuckETIUs, 


1 1. 


HEN your Book the firft time came abroad, 
I muſt confeſs I ſtood amaz'd and aw'd 3 
For, as to ſome Good-nature I pretend, 
| fear'd to read leſt I ſhould not commend. _ . 
Lucretius Englifd ! *twas a Work might ſhake 
The Pow'r of Engliſh Verle to undertake. 
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This all Men thought, but you are born, we find, 
T' out-do the Expectations of Mankind; PTL 
Since you've ſo well the noble Taſk perform'd, 
Envy's appeas'd, and Prejudice diſarm'd: 

For when the rich Original we purſue, 

And by it try the Metal you produce ; 

Thoꝰ there indeed the pureſt Ore we find, 

Yet till in you it ſomething ſeems refin'd : 

Thus when the great Lucretias gives 2 looſe, 

And laſhes to her Speed his fiery Muſe ; 

Still with him you maintain an equal Pace, 

And bear full Stretch upon him all the Race; 

But when in rugged Way we find him rein 

His Verſe, and not ſo ſmooth a Stroke maintain; 
There the Advantage he receives is found, 

By you taught Temper, and to chuſe his Ground. 
Next, his Philoſophy you've ſo expreſt 1, 
In genuine Terms ſo plain, yet neatly dreſt, | 
Thoſe Murd'rers that now mangle it all Day |; 
In Schools, may learn from you the eaſy Way, g 
To let us know what they would mean and ſay: 

If Ariftorle's Friends will ſhew the Grace, 

To wave for once their Statute in that Caſe. 

Go on then, Sir, and ſince you could aſpire, 

And reach this Height, aim yet at Laurels higher: 
Secure great injur'd Maro from the Wrong, 

He unredeem'd has labour'd with ſo long 

In Holbourn Rhyme, and leſt the Book ſhould fail, 


; 


Expos'd with Pictures to promote the Sale; 
So Tapſters ſet out Signs, for muddy Ale. 
You're only able to retrieve his Doom, 
And make him here as fam'd as once at Rome : 
For ſure when Julius firſt this Ile ſubdu'd, 
Your Anceſtors then mixt with Roman Blood ; 
Some near ally'd to that whence Ovid came, 
Virgil and Horace, thoſe three Sons of Fame; 
| Since 
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Sinee to their Memory it is fo true, T 
And ſhews their Poetry ſo much in You. 
Go on in Pity to this wretched Iſle, 
Which ignorant Poetaſters do defile, 
With louſy Madrigals for Lyrick Verſe; 
Inſtead of Comedy with naſty Farce, | 
Would Plautus, Terence e' er have been ſo lewd _ 
T' have dreſt Jack-pudding up to catch the Crowd ? ? 
Or Sephocles five tedious Acts have made, 4 bh J 


To ſhew a whining Fool in Love betray'd, 

By ſome falſe Friend or ſlippery Chambermaid, 

Then ere he hangs himſelf bemoans his Fall 

In a dull Speech, and that fine Language call ? 

No, fince we live in ſuch a fulſome Age, > 
When Nanſenſe loads the Preſs, and choaks the Stage * 
When Blockheads will claim Wit in Nature's Spite, 
And every Dunce that ſtarves, preſumes to write, 

Exert yourſelf, defend the Muſes Cauſe, 


Proclaim their Right, and to maintain their Law, 
Make the dead Ancients ſpeak the Britiſh TR | 


That ſo each chattering Daw who aims at Song, , 
In his own Mother Tongue may humbly read, 2 
What Engines yet are wanting in his Head, * + 
To make him equal to the mighty Dead. 


For of all Nature's Works we moſt ſhould ſcorn, 
The Thing who thinks himſelf a Poet born; | 
Unbred, untaught he rhymes, yet hardly ſpells, 

And ſenſeleſsly, as Squirrels jingle Bells. 1 
Such Things, Sir, here abound ; may therefore yon 
Be ever to your Friends, the Mufes, true: 

May our Defects be by your Powers fupply'd, 

"Till as our Envy now, you grow our Pride. 

„Till by your Pen reſtor'd, in Triumph borne 

The Majeſty of Poetry return. 


Q3 


Spoken upon bis Royal Highneſs f the D UKE 
_ of YoRK's coming to the Theatre, hs 


April 21, 1682. 


Had ſurfeited this Ifle to a Diſeaſe; 
When noiſome Blains did its beſt Parts o'erſpread, . 
And on the reſt their dire Infection ſhed ; 
Our Great Phy/ician, who the Nature knew 
Of the Diſtemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fix'd for three Kingdoms Quiet (Sir) on You: 
He caft his ſearching Eyes o'er all the Frame, 
And finding whence before one Sickneſs came, 
How once before our Miſchigſs foſter'd were, 
Knew well your Virtue, and apply'd you there: 
Where ſo your Goodneſs, ſo your Juſtice ſway'd, 
You but appear'd, and the wild Plague was ſtay'd. 
When, from the filthy Dunghill- faction bred, 

New form'd Rebellion durſt rear up its Head, 
| Anſwer me all: Who ſtruck the Monſter dead? 

See, ſee, the injur'd Prince, and bleſs his Name, 

Think on the Martyr from whoſe Loins he came: 
Think on the Blood was ſhed for you before, 
And curſe the Parricides that thirſt for more. 
His Foes are yours, then of their Wiles beware: 
Lay, lay him jn your Hearts, and guard him there, 
Where let his Wrongs your. Zeal for him improve; 
He wears a Sword will juſtify your Love. 
With Blood {till ready for your Good texpend, 
And has a Heart that ze er forgot his Friend. 

His duteous Loyalty before you lay, 

And learn of him, anmurm'ring to obey. 
Think what he'as borne, your Quiet to reſtore ; 
Repent your Madneſs, and rebel no more. 


T7 HEN too much Plenty, Luxury, and Eaſe, 


; 


No 
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No more let Bouteftu's hope to lead Petitions, 


' Scrivy/ners to be Treas'rers; Pedlars, Politicians; 
J Nor ev'ry Focl, whoſe Wife has tript at Court, 
. Pluck up a Spirit, and turn Rebel fort. 


In Lands where Cuckolds multiply like ours, 
7 What Prince can be too jealous of their Powers, 

Or can too often think himſelf alarm'd ? 

They're Malecontents that ev'ry where go arm'd ; 

And when the horned Herd's together got, | 

Nothing portends a Commonwealth like t. 

Caſt, caſt your Idols off, your Gods of Wood, 

Ere yet Philiftines fatten with your Blood. — 5 

Renounce your Prieſts of Baal with Amen Facet, 1 

Your Vappixg Feaſts, and your Mile-Eud nnn 

Nail all your Medals on the Gallows Poſt, 

In Recompence th' Original was loſt ; 

A: theſe illuſtrious Shrines Repentance pay, 

In his kind Hands your humble Of” rings lay: 

Let royal Pardon be by him implor'd, 

Th' attoning Brother of your anger'd Lord: 

He only brings a Medicine ſit to aſſuage 
ö A People's Folly, and rouz'd Monarch's Rage. 

An Infant Prince yet lab'ring in the Womb, &T 
| Fated with wend'rous Happineſs to come, | | 
He goes to fetch the mighty Bleſſings home: 
Send all your Vibes with him, let the Air | 
With gentle Breezes waft it ſafely there, | | 
The Seas, like what they*ll- carry, calm and fain: 

Let the illuſtrious Mother touch our Land © 
Mildly, as hereafter may her Son command: 
While our glad Monarch welcomes her to Shore, 
With kind Aſſurance ſhe ſhall part 0 more. 

Be the majeflic* Babe then ſmiling born, 
And all good Signs of Fate his Birth adorn,” 
So live and grow, a conſtant Pledge to ſtand,, 
Of Cz/ar's Love to an obedient Land. 


Q 4. | Subs 
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ut come to treat your longing Wiſhes here, 
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Spolen to Her Ro YAL Hie RNESss on 
Her Return from SCOTLAND. 


In the Year 1682. : 


LL you, who this Day's Jubilee attend, 
And every loyal Muſe's loyal Friend; 


your defiring Eyes, and feaſt *em there. 

us falling on your Knees with me implore, 

ay this poor Land ne'er loſe that Preſence more, 
ut if. there any in this Circle be, | 
That come fo curſt to envy what they ſee; 

From the vain Fool that would be great too ſoon, 

To the dull Knave that writ the laſt Lampoon ! 

Let ſuch as Victims to that Beauty's Fame, 

Hang their vile blaſted Heads, and die with Shame. 
Our mighty Blefling is at laſt return'd, 

The Joy arriv'd for which ſo long we mourn'd : 

From whom our preſent Peace we expect increas'd, 
And all our future Generations bleſt: 

Time, have a Care: Bring ſafe the Hour of Joy, 
When ſome bleſt Tongue proclaims a royal Boy: 
And when *tis born, let Nature's Hand be ſtrong ; "= 
Bleſs him with Days of Strength, and make 'em long ; 
Till charg'd with Honours we behold him ſtand, | 


Three Kingdoms Banners waiting his Command, 
His Father's conquering Sword within his Hand: 
Then th' Exgl; Lions in the Air advance, 


And with them roaring Muſick to the Dance, 
Carry a Que Warrants into France. 


T be 
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th Hop mhns Ou of the Sn 
Boo of Ho RAGE. | 


N Storms when Clouds the Moon do hide, 


And no kind Stars the Pilot 7 1 
Shew me at Sea the boldeſt there. * 
Who does not wiſh for Quiet here. $a. 


For Quiet (Friend) the Soldier fights, | a, ie 


Bears weary Marches, fleepleſs Nights, 
For this feeds hard, and lodges cold, 


* 


Ia 


Which can't be bought with Hills of Gala,” ar 1 
Since Wealth and Power too weak we | WH” 
Jo quell the Tumults of the Mind; af I} tot 
Or from the Monarch's Roofs of State adv 0 * 
Drive thence the Cares that round him . : pos 
Happy the Man with little bleft, t. 
of of i his Father left pofſeſt; 5 


No baſe Deſires corrupt his Head, 
No Fears diſturb him in his Bd. 
What then in Life, which ſoon muſt 4 ee 
Can all our vain Deſigns intend} 


From Shore to Shore why ſhould. we run, Nr LaIIM 
When none his tireſome ſelf can RIDES 
For baneful Care will RL prevail; © ee F 


And overtake us under Saft: an en 1. Fer He 


"Twill dodge the great Man's Train behind, 
Oran e out- fly the Wind. IOW?" . 64, 14 
If then th Soul rejoice Te- day, 2 e 2 
Drive far To-mozrow's Cares away. PPACS Þ IT 
In Laughter let them all be drown'd:' red e, 
No perfect Good is to be foune. 
One Mortal feels Fate's ſudden Blow, * W a ' 
Another's ling'ring Death comes flow x 
„„ 
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And what of Life they take from thee, 
The Gods may give to puniſh me. 
Thy Portion is a wealthy Stock, 
A fertile Glebe, a fruitful Flock, 

Horſes and Chariots for thy Eaſe, 
Rich Robes to deck and make thee pleaſe. 
For me a little Cell I chuſe, - 

Fit for my Mind, fit for my Muſe, 
Which ſoft Content does beſt adorn, 
Shunning the Knaves and Fools I ſcorn. 


The COMPLAINT. 


A SoNG to a Scotch Tune. 


Love, I doat, I rave with Pain, 
No Quiet's in my Mind, 
Tho? ne'er could be a happier Swain, 
Mere Sylvia leſs unkind. 
For when, as long her Chains I've worn, 
I afk Relief from Smart, 


She only gives me Looks of Seorn ;. © 
Alas, *twill break my Heart!“ 


My Rivals, rich in worldly Store, 
May offer Heaps of Gold, 
But ſurely Ta Heav'n adore,, 
Too precious to be fold; _ 
Can Sylvia ſuch a Coxcomb prize, 
For Wealth and not Deſert, ; 
And my poor Sighs and Tears deſpiſe z 
Alas, *twill break my Heart! 


— —— - 
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When like ſome panting, hov'ring Dove, 
I for my Bliſs contend, 
And plead the Cauſe of eager Love, 
She coldly calls me Friend. 
Ah, Sylvia! thus in vain you ſtrive 
To act a Healer's Part, 
»Twill keep but ling'ring Pain alive, 
Alas! and break my Heart. 


When on my lonely penſive Bed, 
I lay me down to Reſt, 
In hope to-calm my raging Head,. 
And cool my burning Breaft, 
Her Cruelty all Eaſe denies; 
With ſome ſad Dream | ſtart;. 
All drown'd in Tears I find my Eyes, 
And breaking feel my Heart. 


Then riſing, through the Path I rove 
That leads me where ſhe dwells, 

Where to the ſenſeleſs Waves my Love 
Its mournful Story tells; 

With Sighs I dew and kiſs the Door, 
Till Morning bids depart; 

Then vent ten thouſand Sighs and more: 

Alas, *twill break my Heart ! 


But, Sylvia, when this Conqueſt's won, 
And I am dead and cold, | 
Renounce the cruel Deed you've done, 

Nor glory when *tis told ; 

For ev'ry lovely gen'rous Maid 
Will take my injur'd Part, 

And curſe thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my poor Heart. 


. Q_6- 
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PROLOGUE f CONSTANTINE the Great. 


Poets were made? I'd tell you, if I durſt, 
That *twas in Contradiction to Heav'n's Word, 
That when its Spixit o'er the Waters ſtirr'd, 
When it faw All, and ſaid, That All was good, . 
The Creature Poet was not underſtood. - . 

For, were it worth the Pains of fix long Days, 

To mould Retailers of dull Third-Day-Plays, 
That ſtarve out threeſcore Years in hopes of Bays. 
"Tis plain they ne'er were of the firſt Creation, 
But eame by meer equiy' cal Generation. 

Like Rats in Ships, without Coition bred; 

As hated too as they are, and unfed. 

Nature their Species ſure muſt needs diſown, 
Scarce knowing Poetr, leſs by Poets known. 

Yet this poor Thing, ſo ſcorn'd, and ſet at nought, 
Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 

- Diſabled waſting #here-Mafters are not 

Prouder to own the Brats they never got, 

Nn fumbling, itching Rhymers of the Town, 

l ſome baſe-bom Song that's not their own. 
his State, my Lord ſometimes deſcends, 
In pleaſe the Impertunity of Friends. 

The dulleſt He, thought moſt for Buſineſs fit, 
Will venture his bought Place, to aim at Wit; 
And though he finks with his Employs of State, 
*Till common Sepſe forſake him, he'll tranſlate. 
The Poet and the Where alike complains, 

Of trading Quality, that ſpoil their Gains; 

The Lords will write, and Ladies win dave Swains. 


There- 


HAT think ye meant wiſe Providence, when firſt 


; 


; 
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Therefore, all you who have Male Iſſue born, 

Under the ſtarving Sign of Capricorn; 

Prevent the Malice of their Stars in Time, 

And warn them early from the Sin of Rhyme : 

Tell them how Spenſer ſtarv'd, how Cowley mourn'd, 
How Butler's Faith and Service was return d; 

And if ſuch Warning they refuſe to take, 

This laſt Experiment, O Parents, make! 

With Hands behind them ſee th' Offender ty'd, 

The Pariſh Whip, and Beadle by his Side; 

Then lead him to ſome Stall that does expoſe 

The Authors he loves moſt, there rub his Noſe; | 
Till like a Spaniel laſh'd, to know Command, 

He by the due Correction underſtand, c 
To keep his Brains clean, and not foul the Land : 
*Till he againſt his Nature learn to ftrive, 

And get the Knack of Dulneſs how to thrive. 


LIC e e 


The Beginning of a PASTORAL on the 
Death of bis late MajesTyY. - 


HAT Horror's this that dwells upon the Plain? 
And thus diſturbs the Shepherd's peaceful Reign ? 
A diſmal Sound breaks through the yielding Air, 
Forewarning us ſome dreadful Storm is near. 
The bleating Flocks in wild Confuſion ſtray, 
The early Larks forſake their wand'ring Way, [ 
And ceaſe to welcome in the new-born Day. 
Each Nymph, poſſeſt with a diſtracted Fear, 
Diſorder'd hangs her looſe diſhevell'd Hair. . 2/99 
Diſeaſes with her ſtrong Convulſions reign : { 


And Deities, not known before to Pain, 
Are now wick apopteQick Seizures ſlain: a 


\ 
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Hence flow our Sorrows, hence increaſe our Fears, 
Each humble Plant does drop her Silver Tears. 

Ye tender Lambs ſtray not ſo faſt away, 

To weep and mourn let us together ſtay. : 

O'er all the Univerſe let it be ſpread, 

That now the Shepherd of the Flock is dead. 
The Royal Pan, that Shepherd of the Sheep, | 
He, who to leave his Flock did dying weep, [Ileep. ( 
E gone, ah gone! ne'er to return from Death's eternal 
Begin, Damela, let thy Numbers fly 

Aloft, where the ſafe milky Way does lie ; 

Mop/us, who Daphnis to the Stars did ſing, ö 
Shall join with you, and thither waft our King. 

Play gently on your Reeds a mournful Strain, 

And tell in Notes thro? all th' Arcadian Plain, | 
The Royal Pan, the Shepherd of the Sheep, a 


. 


He, who to leave his Flock did dying weep, [ Sleep. 


Is gone, ah, gone | ne'er to return from Death's eternal), | 
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To MAD AM 


My Tyrant | 
Endure too much Torment to be ſilent, and have en- 
1 .dur'd it too long not to make the ſevereſt Complaint, 
I love you, I doat on you; Defire makes me mad, 
when I am near you; and Deſpair, when I am from you. 
Sure, of all Miſeries, Love is to me the moſt intolerable :. 
It haunts me in my Sleep, perplexes me when waking ; 
every melancholy Thought makes my Fears more power-- 
ful; and every delightful one makes my Miſbes more un- 
ruly. In all other uneaſy Chances of a Man's Life, there- 
is an immediate Recour/e to ſome kind of Succour or ano- 
ther: In Wants we apply ourſelves to our Friends; in 
Sickneſs to Phyſicians : But Love, the Sum, the Total of 
all M:sfortunes, muſt be endur'd with Silence; no Friend: 
fo dear to truſt with ſuch a Secret, nor Remedy in Art ſo 
powerful to remove its Auguiſb. Since the firſt Day 1 
ſaw you, I have hardly enjoy'd one Hour of perfect Quiet. 
J lov'd you early; and no fooner had I beheld that ſoft 
bewitching Face of yours, but I felt in my Hear? the 
very Foundation of all my Peace give Way: But when 
- you became another's, I muft confeſs that I did then re- 
bel, had fooliſh Pride enough to promiſe myſelf I would 
in Time recover my Liberty: In Spite of my enſlav'd Na- 
ture, I ſwore againſt myſelf, I would not love you: I af- 
ſected a Reſentment, ſtifled my Spirit, and would not let 


it bend, fo much as once to upbraid you, each Day it 
was 
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was my Chance to ſee or to be near you : With ſtubborn 
Sufferance, Ireſolv'd to bear, and brave your Power : Nay, 
did it often too, ſucceſsfully. Generally with Vine, or 
Converſation I diverted or appeas'd the Damon that pol. 
ſeſs'd me; 3 but when at Night, returning to my unhappy 
ſelf, to give my Heart an Account why I had done it ſo 
unnatural a F;olence, it was then I always paid a treble 
Intereſt for the ſhort Moments of Eaſe, which I had bor- 
row'd; then every treacherous Thought roſe up, and took 
your Part, nor left me till they had thrown me on my 
Bed, and open'd thoſe Sluices of 'Tears, that were to run 
*rull Morning. This has been for ſome Years my beſt Con- 
dition Nay, Time itſelf, that decays all things elſe, has 
but increas'd and added to my Longings. I tell it you, 
and charge you to believe it, as yon are generous, (which 
ſure you muſt be, for every thing, except your Neglect of 
me, perſuades me that you are ſo) even at this Time, tho“ 
other Arms have held you, and fo 2 treſpaſs'd on 
thoſe dear Joys that only were - ap I love you with 
that Tenderneſs of Spirit, that ty of Truth, and that 
7 Sincerity of Heart, that I could ſacrifſice the neareſt 
Friends, or Intereſts I have on Earth, barely but to pleaſe . 
you: If I had all the Vorla, it ſhould be yours; for with 
it I could be but miſerable, if you were not mine. 1: 
appeal to yourſelf for Juffice, if through the whole . 
Actions of my Life, I have done any one thing that might 
not let you ſee how abſolute your Authority was over me. 
Your Command: have been always. ſacred to me; your 
Smiles have always tranſported me, and your Frowns. awd. 
me. In ſhort, you will quickly become to me the greateſt 
Blefing, on the greateſt Cunſe, that even Man was doom'd. . 
ts, I cannot fo much as look on you withoyt Confiyfon.; - 
Wiſhes and Fears riſe up in War within me, and work a 
curſed Diſraction thro” my Soul, that muſt, I am ſure, 
in Time, have wretched Con/equences : You only can, with. 
that 1 Cordial, Love, * and calm my For- 
| ments; 
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ments; pity the Man then that would be proud to die for 
you and cannot live without you; and allow him thus 
far to boaſt too, that (take out Fortune from the Balance) 
you never were beloy'd or courted by a Creature that had 
a nobler or juſter Pretence to your Heart, than the Un. 
fortunate, (and even at this Time) Weeping 


OTWAY. 


Toa MADAM — 


N Value of your Quiet, though it would be the utter 
Ruin of my own, I have endeavour'd this Day to per- 
ſuade myſelf never more to trouble you with a Paſſion 
that has tormented me ſufficiently already, and is ſo much 
the more a Torment to me, in that I perceive it is be- 
come one to you, who are much dearer to me than my- 
ſelf. I have laid all the Reaſons my diſtracted Condition 
would let me have Recourſe to, before me : I have con- 
ſulted my Pride, whether after a Rival's Poſſeſſion, I 
eught to ruin all my Peace for a Woman that another has 
been more bleſt in, tho' no Man ever lov'd as I did : But 
Love, victorious Lowe / o'erthrows all that, and tells me, 
it is his Nature never to remember; he ftill looks for- 
ward from the preſent Hour, expecting ſtill new Daæuns, 
new rifing Happine/i; never looks back, never regards 
what is paſt, and left behind him, but buries and forgets 
it quite in the hot fierce Purſuit of Foy before him: I 
have conſulted too my very ſelf, and find how careleſs 
Nature was in framing me; ſeaſon'd me haſtily with all 
the moſt violent Inclinations and Deſires, but omitted the 
Orxzaments that ſhould make thoſe Pualities become me. 
I have conſulted too my Lot of Fortune, and find how 


fooliſhly 
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fooliſhly I wiſh Poſſeſſion of what is fo precious, all the 
World's too cheap for it; yet ſtill I love, ſtill I doat on, 
and cheat myſelf, very content, becauſe the Folly. pleaſes 


me. It is Pleaſure to think how fair you are, tho” at the 


ſame Time worſe than Damnation, to think how cruel : 
Why ſhould you tell me you have ſhut your Heart up for 
ever? It is an Argument unworthy of yourſelf, ſounds 
like Re/erve, and not ſo much Sincerity, as ſure I may 
claim even from a little of your Friendſhip, Can your 
Age, your Face, your Eyes, and your Spirit bid Defiance 
to that ſweet Power? No, you know better to what 
End Heaven made you, know better how to manage 
Youth and Pleaſure, than to Jet them die and pall upon 
your Hands. Tis me, *tis anly me you have barr'd your 
Heart againſt, My Sufferings, my Diligence, my Sighs, 
Complaints, and Tears, are of no Power with your haughty 
Nature; yet ſure you might at leaſt vouchſafe to pity 
them, not ſhift me off with groſs, thick home-ſpun 
Frienaſbip, the common Coin that paſſes betwixt worldly 
Intereſts : Muſt that be my Lot Take it, Ill-natur'd, take 
it, give it to him who would waſte his Fortuze for you,. 
give it the Man would fill your Lap with Gold, court 
you with Offers of vaſt rich Poſſeſſions, give it the Fool 
that hath nothing but his Money to plead for him: - Lowe 
will have a much nearer Relation, or none, I aſk for 


glorious Happineſs ; you bid me welcome to your Friendſbip. 


it is like feating me at your Side-table, when I have the 
beſt Pretence to your Right-hand at the Feaſt. I love, I 
doat, I am mad; and know no Meaſure, nothing but Ex- 
treams can give me Eaſe; the kindeſt Love, or moſt pro- 
voking Scorn : Yet even your Scar would not perform the 
Cure, it might indeed take off the Edge of Hope, but damn'd. 
Deſpair will gnaw my Heart for ever. If then I am not 
odious to your Eyes, if you, have Charity enough to value 
the Well- being of a Man that holds you dearer than you 
can the Child your Bowels are moſt fond of, by that 

ſweet 
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ſweet Pledge of your firſt ſofteſt Lowe, I charm and here 
conjure you to pity the diſtracting Pangs of mine ; pity 
my unquiet Days, and reſtleſs Nights; pity the Frenzy that 
has half poſſeſt my Brain already, and makes me write 
to you thus ravingly : The Wrerch in Bedtam is more at 
Peace than I am! And if I muſt never poſſeſs the Heaven 
I wiſh for, my next Deſire is, (and the ſooner the better) 
a clean ſwept Cell, a merciful Keeper, and your Com- 
paſſion when you find me there. | 


Think and be Generous. 


To MAD AN- 


INCE you are going to quit the Wo: ld, I think my- 

ſelf oblig'd, as a Member of the World, to uſe the 
beſt of my Endeayours to divert you from ſo ill-natur'd an 
Inclination : Therefore, by reaſon your Viſits will take 
up ſo much of this Day, I have debarr'd myſelf the Op- 
portunity of waiting on you this Afternoon, that J 
may take a Time you are more Miſtreſs of, and when you 
ſhall have more Leiſure to hear, if it be poſſible for any 
Arguments of mine to take place in a Heart, I am afraid 
too much harden'd againſt me: I muſt confeſs it may look 
a little extraordinary, for one under my Circumſtances to 
endeavour the confirming your good Opinion of the 
World, when it had been much hetter for me, one of us 
had never ſeen it. For Nature diſpos'd me from my Crea- - 
tion to Lowe, and my ill Fortune has condemn'd me to 
deat on one, who certainly could never have been deaf 
ſo long to ſo faithful a Paſſion, had Nature diſpos'd her 
from her Creation to hate any thing but me. I beg you 


* W this trifling, for I have ſo many Thoughts of 


this. 
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this Nature, that tis impoſible for me to take Pen and 
Ink in my Hand, and keep em quiet, eſpecially when x 
have the leaft Pretence to let you know, you are the Cauſe 
ef the ſevereſt Diſquiets thatevertouch'd the Heart of 


OTWAT. 


To MADAM — 


OULDIT fee you without Paſſion, or be abſent from 

you without Pain, I need not beg your Pardon for 

this renewing my Vows, that I love you more than 
Health, or any Happine/s here, orhereafter. Everything 
you do is a new Charm to me; and tho” I have languiſh'd 
for ſeven long tedious Years of Deſire, jealouſly deſpair- 
ing; yet every Minute I ſee you, I ſtill diſcover ſome- 
thing new and more bewitching. Conſider how I love 
you ; what would I not renounce, or enterprize for you ? 
I muſt have you mine, or I am miſerable; and nothing 
but knowing which ſhall be the happy Hour, can make - 
the reſt of my Life that are to come tolerable. Give me. 
a Word or two of Comfort, or reſolve never to look with 
common Goodneſs on me more, for I cannot bear a kind 
Look, and after it a cruel Denial. This Minute my Heart 
akes for you : And, if I cannot have a Right in yours, I 
wiſh it would ake till I could complain to you no longer. 


Auel, por OT WAY, 


To 


O U cannot but be ſenſible that I am blind, or you 
would not ſo openly diſcover what a ridiculous Tool 
you make of me. I ſhould be glad todiſcover whoſe Sa- 
tis faction I was ſacrific'd to this Morning; for I am ſure 
your own [ll-xature could not be guilty of inventing ſuch 
an Injury to me, meerly to try bow much I could bear, 
were it not for the Sake of ſome 4, that has che For- 
tune to pleaſe you: In ſhort, I have made it the Buſineſs 
of my Life to do you Service, and pleaſe you, if poſſible, 
by any Way to convince you of the unhappy Lowe have 
for ſeven Years toil'd under; and your whole Bufineſs is 
. to pick ill-natur'd Conjectures out of my harmleſs Freedom 
of Cenverſation, to vex and gall me with, as often as you 
are pleas'd to divert yourſelf at the Expenceof my Quiet. | 
Oh, thou Tormenter / Could I think it were Jealouſy, how 
ſhould I humble myſelf to be juſtify'd ; but I cannot bear 
the Thought of being made a Property either of another 
Man's good Fortune, or the Vanity of a Woman that Wes : 
nothing but to plague me. 
There may be Means found, fome Time or other ww 5 
„ Wu n een. mus?! ** 
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To MADAM — 


YOU were pleas'd to ſend me Word you would 
meet me in the Mall this Evening, and give me 
further Satisfaction, in the Matter you were ſo unkind to 
charge me with; I was there, but found you not; and 
therefore beg of you, as you ever would wiſh yourſelf to . 
be eaſed of the higheſt Torment it were poſſible for your 
Nature to be ſenſible of, to let me ſee you ſome Time 
To-morrow, and ſend me Word, by this Bearer, where, 
and at what Hour, you will be ſo juſt, as either to acquit 
or condemn me; that I may, hereafter, for your Sake, ei- 


ther bleſs all your bewitching Sex; or as often as I hence- 


forth think of you, curſe Womankind for ever. 
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